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THE ADTOCSAT'S AniOBIOGSAPHY. 



^^^UHE mterruption referred to in the Srst 
^1^1' sentence of the first of these papers was 

" '^^ Two articles entitled "TheAuKicrat 
of the Breakfost-TablQ " will be found in "The 
New England Magaxine," formerly published in 
Boston by J. T. and E. Buckingham. The dale 
of the first of these articles is November, 1831, and 
that of the second, February, 1832. When "The 
Atlantic Monthly " was begun, iwcnty.five years 
afterwards, and the author was asked to write for 
it, the recollection of these crude products of his 
DQcombed literary boyhood snggested the thought 
that it would be a carious experiment to shake the 
same bough again, and see if the ripe Iruit were 
better or worse than the early windfalls. 

So began this series of papers, which naturally 
brings those earlier attempts (o my own notica 
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iv THE AUTOCRAT-S AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 
and that or some few friends who were idle enough 
lo read them at (he time of their publication. The 
man is father to the boy (hat was, and I am my 
own son, as it seems to me, in those pnjwrs of the 
New England Magazine. If I flud it hard to par- 
don the boy's faults, others would And it harder. 
They will not, therefore, be reprinted here, nor, as 
I hope, anywhere. 

But a sentenm or two from them will perhaps 
bear reproducing, and with these I (rust (he gen- 
tle reader, if that liind l^iug stiil breathes, will be 
ronlenied. 

with 

— " When I feel inclined (o read pociry I take 
down my Dictionary. The poetry of words ia 
quite as beaudful as that of sentences. The au- 
thor may arrange the gems effectively, but their 
shape and lustre have been given by the attrition 
of ages. Bring me (be linest simile from the whole 
range of iinnginative writing, and I will show you 
a single woi-d which conveys a more profound, a 
more accurate, and a more eloquent analogy." — 

— " Once on a, lime, a notion was storied, that 
if all the people in the world would shout at once, 
it might bo heard in the moon. So the projectors 
agreed it should be done in just (en years. Some 
thousand shiploads of chronometers were distribut- 
ed to (be selectmen and other great folks of all the 
different nations. For a year bcforeband, nothing 
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else was talked about but the awful noise that vms 
to be made on the great occasion. When tlie time 
cnme, everybody bad their ears so wide open, to hear 
the universal ejatTilationof Boo, — the word ngreed 
upon, — tluit nobody spoke except n deaf man in 
one of che Fejee Islands, and a woman in Fehin, 
so that the world was never go still since the crea- 



There was nothing better Chan these things, and 
there was not a little that was much worse. A 
young fellow of two or thri* and twenty has as 
good a right to spoil a magazine-full of essays in 
learning how to write, as an oculist like Weniel 
had to spoil his hat-full of eyes in learning how to 
operate for cataract, or an degant like Brummel to 
point to an armful of futures in the attempt tt> 
achieve a perfect lie- This son of mine, whom I 
have not seen for these twenty-five years, gener- 
ously counted, was a self-willed yonlh, always too 
ready to utter his unchastised fancies. He, Lke 
too many American yoang people, got the spur 
when he should have had the rein. He therefore 
helped CO fill the market with that unripe fruit 
which his father says in one of these papers abounds 
in the marts of his native country. All these by- 
gone shortcomings ho would hope are forgiven, 
did he not feel sure that very few of his readers 
know anything about them. In taking the old 
name for the new papers, he lelt bound to say that 
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he bad uttered nnwise things under that tide, and 
if it ebaJI appear that his unwisdoin has not di- 
minished by at least half while hjs jears have 
doubled, he promises not to repeat the experiment 
if he should live to double them again and become 
hia own grandfather. 

OLIVER WESDELL HOLMES. 
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THE AUTOCRAT 

OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 



I. 

^*(r^{ WAS jaat go[ng to anj, when I was 
S^^V intcrrupiccl, thai one of the many ways 
^^Sg of classify ing minds is under the heads 
of arithmetical and nljKbraical intel- 
lects. All economical and practical wisdom is an 
extension or variation of the fullowiiif; arithmet- 
ical formula: S-|-2 = 4. Every philosophical 
proposition has tlie more general cliaractcr of tbo 
expression a-\-b^c. Wc are mere operatives, 
empirics, an<I egotists, until we learn to tiiink in 
letters insleail of figures. 

They all stared. There is a divinity student 
lately come among ns to whom I commonly 
address remarks like the above, allowini; him to 
take a certain share in the conversation, so far as 
assent or pertinent quiations are involved. He 
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aboscd his liberty on this occ:i3ion by preHnming 
10 Bay that Leibnitz had the snmc obeervation — 
No, sir, I replied, ho has not. But be utid a 
mighty good thing about mathematics, that aounda 
something like it, and von fiiund it, not in the 
orlginai, bnt quoted by Dr. Tliomos lieid, I will 
tell the company what he did say, one of these 

If I belong to a Society of MutaftI Ad- 

mtralLon t — I blush to say that 1 do not at tbia 
present moment. I once did, however. It was 
the first association to which I ever bcnrd the 
term applied ; a body of scicntiltc young men in 
a great lureign city who admired their teacher, 
and to some extent each other. Many of Ihcm 
deserved it; they have become famous since. It 
amuses me to hear the talk of one of those beings 
described by Thackeray — 



about a social development which belongs to the 
very noblest stage of civilization. All generous 
companies of artists, authors, philanthropists, men 
of science, are, or ought to be, Societies of Mu- 
tual Admiration. A man of genius, or any kind 
of superiority, is not debarred from admiring the 
same quality in another, nor the other from re- 
turning his admiration. They may even associate 
together and continue to think highly of each 
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other. And so of & dozen such men, if bdj one 
plai^ 19 fortniutte enough 10 holi) so man^. The 
hcing referred 10 above assamcs several false prem- 
ises. First, that men of talent necessarily hate 
each other. Secondly, that intimate knowledge 
or habitual association destroys oar admiration 
of persons whom we esteemed highly at a dis- 
tance. Tliirdly, that a circle of clever fellows, 
who meet together to dine and have a good time, 
have eigniMl a conatitutionat compact to glorify 
themselves, and 10 put down him and the fraction 
of the human race not belonging m their number- 
Fourthly, that it is an outrage that he is not aslced 
to join them. 

Here the company laughed a good deal, and the 
old gentleman who sits opposite said, " That 'a it ! 
that 's it I " 

I continued, for I was in the talking vein. As 
to clever people's hating each other, I think a Hule 
extra talent does sometimes make people jealous. 
'ITiey become irritated by perpetual alterapis and 
failures, and it hurts their tempers and dispo- 
wtions. Unpretending mediocrity is good, and 
genius is gloriona ; but a weak flavor of genius 
in an essentially common person is detestable- 
It spoils the grand neutrality of a commonplace 
character, as the rinsings of an unwashed wine- 
glass spoil a draught of fair water. No wonder 
the poor fellow we spoko of, who always belongs 



MGootjl>J 



4 THE AUTOCRAT 

to this class oT slightly flavored mediocrities, is 
puzzled aod vexed by the strange sight of a dozen 
men of capacity working and playing together in 
hariDony. He and hie fellows are always fighting. 
With (hem familiarity naturally breeda contempt. 
If they ever praise each other's bad drawings, or 
broken-winded novels, or spavined verses, nobody 
ever supposed it was from admiration \ it was 
simply a contriwt between themselves and a pub- 
lisher or dealer. 

If the Mutaals have really nothing among them 
worth admiring, that alters the question. But if 
they are men with noble powers and qualities, lot 
me tell you, Chat, next to youthful love and family 
affections, there is no human sentiment better than 
that which unites the Societies of Mutual Admi- 
ration. And what would lilcraturo or art bo 
without such associations t Who can tell what 
we owe to the Mutual Admiration Society of 
which Shakespeare, and Ben Jonson, and Beau- 
moot and Fletcher were members t Or to that 
of which Addison and Steele formed the centre, 
and which gave us the Spectator? Or lo Chat 
where Johnson, and Goldsmith, and Burke, and 
Reynolds, and Bcauclerk, and Boswell, roost ad- 
miring among all admirers, mot tc^ther' Was 
there any great harm in the fact that the Irvings 
and Paulding wrote in company ? or any unpar- 
douable cabal in Che Ltcrary union of Verplanek 
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nnd BiTsnt and Sands, and ai manj more u 
they chose (o associate with (hem ? 

The poor creature does not know what he ia 
talking about, when lie abuses this noblest of iu- 
stitationa. Let him inspect ils ajsieriu through 
the knot-hole he has secured, bat not use that 
orifice as a rnediam for his poi^un. Such a soci- 
ety is the crown of a literary metropolis ; if a town 
has notmaicrial for it, and spirit and good feeling 
enough to organize it, it is a mere caravansary, Itt 
for a man of genius (o lodge in, but not to live in. 
Foolish people hale and dread and envy such an 
association of men of varied powers and influence, 
twcause it is lofty, serene, impregnable, anil, by 
the necessity of the case, exclusive. Wise ones 
arc prouder of the title M. S. M. A. than of all 
their other honors put together. 

All generous minds haven horror of what 

are commonly called " facts." Thoy are the 
brute beasu of the intellectual domain. Who 
docs not know ffellowa that always have an ill- 
conditioned tact or two which they lead after them 
into decent company like so many bul|.d»gs, 
ready to let them slip at every ingenious sugges- 
tion, or convenient generalization, or pleasant 
fancy ? 1 allow no " facts " at this table. What 1 
Bocanso bread is good and wholesome and neces- 
sary and nourishing, shall you thrust a crumb 
into my windpipe while I am talking t Do not 
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these ronsclcs of minQ represent a hundred loaves 
of bread t and is not my thought the abstract of 
ten thousand of these crumbs of tralb with which 
jou would choke off my speech ' 

(The above remark must be conditioned and 
qualiKed for the vulgar mind. The reader will 
of course anderstond the precise amount of season- 
ing which must be added lo it before lie adopts it 
as one of the axioms of his life. The speaker dis- 
claims all responsibility fur its abuse in incompe- 
tent hands, I 

This business of eonveraation is a very serious 
matter. There are men that it weakens one to 
talk with an hour more than a day's fasting wonld 
do. Mark this that I am going Co say, for it is as 
good as a working protessionni man's advice, and 
costs yon nothing ; It is belWi- lo lose a pint of 
blood Irom your veins than to have a nerve tapped. 
Nobody measures your nervous force as it runs 
away, nor bandages your brain and marrow after 
the operation. 

There are men of fspiit who are excessively ex- 
hausting to some people. They are the talkers 
who have what may be called jerA^ minds. Their 
thoughts do not run in the natural order of se- 
quence. They say bright things on all possible 
subjects, but their zigzags rack you to death. 
After a jolting half-hour with one of these jcriiy 
companions, talking with a dull friend affords 
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great relief. It is like takiog the cat in your tup 
after holding a squirrel. 

What ft oomfbrt a dull but kindly person is, 10 
be sure, at times 1 A ground-gloss shade over a 
gas-lamp does not bring more solace to our dazzled 
eyes than such a one to our minds. 

" Do not doll people bore yoa ? " said one of 
tbc lady.boarders, — the same that sent me her 
anlograph-book last week with a request for a few 
orif^inal stauzos, not remembering that " The Pac- 
(olian " pays me live dolhirs a line for everything 
I write in its columns. 

" Madam," said 1, (she and Che century were in 
their icens together,) "all men are bores, except 
when we want them. There never was bat one 
man whom I wonld trust with my latch-key." 

" Who might that favored person be ? " 

" Zimmermann." 

The men of genius that I fancy most have 

erectile heads like the cobra-di-capello. You re- 
member what they tell of William Pinkney, the 
great pleader; how in his eloquent paroxysms the 
veins of his neck ivould swell and his face flush 
and his eyes glitter, until he seemed on Che verge 
of apoplexy. The hydraulic arrangements for sup- 
plying Che brain with blood are only second in 
importance to its own organization. The bulbous- 
headed fellows that steam well when they are nc 
work are the men that draw big audiences and 
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give us marTony books aod pictnres. It is a good 
sign to have one'a feet grow cold when he is writ- 
ing. A great writer and speaker once told me 
tliat lie i}fiea wrote with his feet in hot water; 
but for this, all his blood would have run into his 
head, as Ibe mercury soraclinies withdraws into 
the ball of a thermometer. 

You don't suppose that my rcnmrks marie 

at this table arc like so many postage-stamps, do 
jon, — each to be only once utrered ? If joo do, 
yon are mistaken. He must be a poor creature 
that does not often repeat himself. Imagine tb? 
anthor of the excellent piece of advice, " Know 
thyself," never alluding to that sentiment again 
during ^e course of a protracted existence I Why, 
the truths a man carries about with him are his 
tools; and do you think a carpenter is bound to 
use the same plane hut once to smooth a knotty 
board with, or to hang up his hammer after it 
has driven its first nail ! I shall never repeat a 
conversation, but an idea often. I shall use the 
same types when I like, but not commonly the 
same stereotypes. A thought is often original, 
though yoQ have uttered it a hnndred times. It 
has come to you over a now route, by a new and 
express trwn of associations. 

Sometimes, but rarely, one may be caoght 
making the same speech twice over, and yet be held 
blameless. Thus, a certain lecturer, after pcr- 
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foriDing in aa inland citj, where dwelU a LJUira- 
irice of note, was invited 10 meet her and others 
over tlie social teacup. She pleasantly referred 10 
his many wanderings in his new occupation. 
" Yes," he replied, " I am like the Huma, the 
bird that never lights, being always in the cars, as 
ho is always on the wing." — Years elapsed. The 
lecturer visited the same place once mure for the 
same purpose. Another social cup after the lec- 
ture, and a second meeting with the distinguished 
lady. " You ore constantly going from place to 
place," she said. — "Yes," he answered, "I aro 
like tlie Huma," — and GnishL'd the scnicnce as 
hefore. 

What horrors, when it flashed over bim that be 
had made this fine speech, word for word, twice 
over ! Yet it was not true, as the lady might per- 
haps have fwrly inferred, that lie had embeUished 
his conversation with the Huma daily during that 
whole iutcrvaJ of years. On the contrary, he had 
never once thought of the odious fowl until the 
recurrenee of precisely the same cu^umsCancea 
brought up precisely the same idea. He ought 
to bare been proad of the accuracy of his mental 
adjustments. Given certain factors, and a sound 
brain shoald alwajs evolve the same tixed product 
with the certainty of Babhagc's calculating ma- 

What a sarire, by the way, is that imichino 
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on the mere matheniiideian I A Frankenstdn- 
monster, a tiling without brains and without heart, 
too stupid to make a blunder ; that turns out re- 
eulta like a corn-shcHer, and never grows any wiser 
or better, though it grind a thouHand bushels of 
them I 

I have an immense respect (or a man of talents 
plm " the niatheraatics." But the caJcuIating 
power alone should aeein to be the least human 
of qualities, and lo have the smallest amount of 
reason in it; since a mncliine can be made to do 
the work of three or four calculators, and better 
than any one of Ihcm. Sometimes I have been 
troubled that I bad not a deeper intuitive appre- 
hension of the relations of numbers. But the 
triumph of (he ciphering hand-organ has consoled 
mc. I always fancy I can hear tiie wheels click- 
ing in a calculator's brain. The power of dealing 
with numbers is a kind of "detached lever" ar- 
rangement, which may be put into a mighty poor 
watch. I suppose it is about as common as the 
power of moving ihs ears voluntarily, which is a 
moderately rare endowment. 

Little localised powers, and little narrow 

streaks of specialized knowledge, are things men 
arc very apt to be conceited about. Nature is very 
wise ; but for this encouraging principle how many 
small talenta and little accomplish men is would be 
neglected ! Talk about conceit as much as you 
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iike, it \3 to human character what salt is lo iJie 
ocean ; it keeps it sweet, and renders it endurable. 
Say rather it is like the natural unguent of the 
BOa-fbwl's plum^c, wliich enables him lo shed the 
rain that falls on him and the navs in which ho 
dips. When one has had off his conceit taken out of 
him, when he has lost all his illusioDs, his feathers 
will soon soak through, and ha will fly no more. 

"So you admire conceited people, do you?" 
said the yonng tady who has come to the city to 
bo finished off for — (he duties of lift. 

I am afraid you do not study logic at your 
school, my dear. It does not follow that I wish 
to be pickleil in brine because I iike a salt-water 
plunge at Nnhant. I say that conceit is just as 
natural a thing to human minds as a centre is to 
a circle. But litde-minded people's ihoaghta move 
in such small circles that five minutes' conversation 
gives yon an arc long enough to determine their 
whole curve, An arc in the movement of a large 
intellect does not sensibly differ from a straight 
line. Even if it have the third vowel as its cen- 
tre, it does not soon betray it. The highest 
thought, that is, is the most seemingly impcrson- 
tX; it does not obviously imply any individual 

Audacious self-esteem, with good ground for it, 
is always imposing. What resplendent beauty 
that must have been which could Iiave authorized 
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Phryne to " peel " in the way she ilicl ! What fine 
spcechca are those two; " A'lm omnis moriar," and 
" I ha(-c taken lUi knowledge to bo my province " ! 
Even in common people, conceit hea the virtnc of 
mnking them cheerful ; iho man who Chinks his 
wife, his h&by, his house, his horse, his dog, and 
himseir severally nnequalled, is almost snrc to be a 
good-humored person, though liable to be tedious 

What are the great faults of conversation t 

Want of ideas, want of words, want of manners, 
are the principal ones, I suppose you think. I 
don't doubt it, but I will tell you what I have 
found spoil more good talks than anything else ; 
— long arguments on special points between peo- 
ple who differ on the fundamental principles iipim 
which these points depend. No men can have sat- 
isfoctorj relations with each other until they have 
agreed on certain ultimata of belief not to be dis- 
turbed in ordinary conversation, and unless they 
have sense enough to trace the secondary ques- 
tions depending upon these nitimate beliefs to their 
source. In short, jast as a written constitution is 
essential to the best social order, so a code of flnaJ- 
iiies is a necessary condition of profitable talk be- 
tween two persons. Talking in like playing on 
the harp; tliere is as much in laying the hand on 
the strings to stop their vibrations as in twanging 
them to bring out their music. 
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Do yon raoitn to soy the pun-qncslion is 

not clearly settled in ;onr minds ? Lc[ me lay 
down the Inw upon the subject. Life and lan- 
guage are alike sacred. Homieide and naiiade — 
tliat is, violent treaimcnt of a word with fatal re- 
sults to its legitimate meaning, which is its life — 
are alike forbidden. Manslaughter, which ia the 
meaning of the one, is the some as man's laugh- 
' ter, which ia the end of the other. A pun is prima 
fade an insult to the person yon are talking with. 
It implies utter indilfercncc to or aublinie contempt 
for his remarks, no matter how scriuus. I speak 
of total depravity, and one saya all that is written 
on the subject ia dc«p raving. I have committed 
my sclf-respcet by talking with such a person. I 
should like to commit hjm, but cannot, becanae ho 
is a nuisance. Or I apeak of geological eonvul- 
eiuns, and he aaks me what was the cosine of 
Noah's ark; also, whether the Deluge was not a 
deal hnger than any modern inundation. 

A pun doea not commonly justify a blow in re- 
turn. But if a blow were given for siieh cause, 
and death ensued, the jury would be judges bollt 
of the bets and of the pun, and might, if the lat- 
ter were of an aggravated character, return a verdict 
of justifiable homieide. Thna, in a case lately de- 
cided hetbre Miller, J., Doe presented Roe a sub- 
scription paper, and urged the claims of Buffering 
humanity. Roc replied by asking. When charity 
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wne like a top^ II was in evidence that Doe pre- 
served a dignified silence, Boc dien said, " When 
i[ begins to hum." Doe then — and not till then 
— eCrnck Roe, and his head happening to hit a 
bound volnme of the Monthly Rag-bag and Stolen 
Miscellany, intense mortification ensae<l, with ■ 
fatal result. The chief l^d down his notions of 
the law to his brother Justices, who unanimously 
replied "Jest so." The ehief rejoined, that no 
man should jest so without being punished for it, 
and charged for the prisoner, who was acquitted, 
and the pun ordered to be burned by the sheriff. 
The bound volume was fbrteited as n deodand, but 
not claimed. 

People (hat make puna are like wanton boys 
tliat put coppers on the railroad [racks. Tlicy 
amuse themselves and other children, but (heir tit- 
tle trick may upset a Ireiglit train of conversation 
for the sake of a battered witticism. 

I will thank you, B. F., to bring down two 
books, of which I will mark the places on this 
slip of paper. (While he is gone, I may say that 
this boy.our landlady's youngest, is called Benja- 
min Franklin, aAcr the celebrated philosopher of 
that name. A highly merited compliment.) 

I wished to refer to two eminent authorities. 
Now be so good as to listen. The great moralist 
says : " To trifle with (be vocabulary which is the 
vehicle of social intereourso is to tamper with the 
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currency of human intcltigencc. He who would 
violate the sanctities of his moiher tongue would 
invade the recesses of the paicmal til) without re- 
morse, and repeat the banquet of Saturn without 

And, once more, listen to the historian. " The 
Puritans holed puna. The Bishops were no(o- 
rioasl; addicted to them. The Lords Temporal 
carried them to the verge of license. Majesty it- 
self must huve its Royal quibble. <Yc be burly, 
my Lord of Burlcij^h,' said Queen Elizabeth, ' but 
ye shall make less atir in our realm than my Lord 
of Leicester.' The gravest wisdom and the high- 
est breeding lent their sanction to the practice. 
Ijord BaeoD playfully declared himself a descend- 
ant of 'Og, the King of Bashan. Sir Philip Sid- 
ney, with his last breath, reproached the soldier 
who brought him water, for was^ng a casque full , 
u|>on a dying man. A conr^cr, who saw Othello 
performed at the Globe Theatre, remarked, that the 
blackamoor was a brute, and not a man. ' Tliou 
hiist reason,' replied a great Lord, ' according to 
Pluto his saying; for this be a two-legged animal 
milk feathers.' The fatal habit became nniversal. 
The language was corrupted. The infection spread 
to the national conscience. Political double-deal- 
ings naturally grew out of verbal doable mean- 
ings. The leotli of the new dragon were sown hy 
the Cadmus who introduced the alphabet of cquiv- 
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ot-ation. What was leviij' in the lime of the 
Tudora givw ro regicide and revolution in the 
1^ of the Stuarts." 

Who was Ihat boarder that juet whispered some- 
thing atwac the Macaulay-flowers of literature? — 
There waa a dead silence. — I said calmly, I shall 
henceforth consider any interruption by a pun as a 
hint to change my boarding-house. Do not plead 
my example. If / have used any such, it has been 
only as a Spartan father would show np a drunk- 
en helot. We have done with them. 

IT a logical mind ever found out anything 

with its logic t — 1 should say that its most fi'e- 
qnent work was to build a pons omnorain over 
chasms which shrewd people can bestride without 
such a structure. You can hire logic, in the shape 
of a lawyer, lo prove anything that you want to 
prove. Yon can buy treatises to show that Napo- 
leon never lived, and that no battle of Bunker-hill 
was ever foaght. The great minds are those with 
a wide span, which couple truths related to, but 
far removed from, each other. Logicians carry 
the surveyor's chain over the track of which these 
are the true explorers. I value a man mainly for 
his primary relations with truth, as I understand 
truth, — not for any secondary artifice in handling 
his ideas. Some of the sharpest men in argument 
are notoriously unsound in judgment. I should 
not trust the counsel of a smart debater, any more 
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than that of a good chess-player. Either may of 
course advise wisely, buc not necessarily because 
he wrangles or plays well. 

The old gentlemaa who sits opposite got his 
hand up, as a pointer lifts his farefoot, at the ex- 
pression, " his relations with truth, as I understand 
truth," and when I had done, anifibd audibly, and 
said I talked like a tranacendentulist. For his 
part, common sense was good enough for him. 

Precisely so, my dear air, I replied ; common 
sense, m you uadenland it. We all have to assume 
a standard of judgment in our own minds, either 
. of things or persons. A man who is willing to 
take another's opinion has to exercise his judg- 
ment in the choice of whom to follow, which is 
oflen as nice a matter as to jndge of things for 
one's self. On the whole, I had rather judge 
men's minds by comparing their thoughts with 
my own, than judge of thoughts by knowing who 
utter them. I must do one or the other. It docs 
not follow, of course, that I may not recognize an- 
other man's thoughts as broader and deeper than 
my own ; but that does not necessarily change my 
opinion, otherwise this would be at the mercy of 
every superior mind that held a different one. 
How many of our most cherished beliefs arc like 
those drinking-gl asses of the ancient pattern, that 
serve us well so long as we keep them in our hand, 
but spill all if we attempt to set them down ! I 
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have someU'mes compared conversation to ibe Ital- 
ian game of mora, in which one player lifts his 
hand with so many fingera extended, and the other 
gives the number if he can. 1 show my thought, 
another his ; if tbcy agree, well ; if they difier, wo 
And (he largest common factor, if we can, but at 
any rate avoid dispu^ng about remainders and 
fractions, which is to real talk what tuning an in- 
strument 19 to playing on it. 

What if, instead of talking this morning, 

1 should read yon a eopy of verses, with critical 
remarks by the author ? Any of the company can 
retire that like. 

ALBUM VERSES. 

Wbm Eve tand led her lord bwbt, 

And Cain hull killed his broUirr, 

Tbe itut ud floirers, the poeLA saj, 

To vheU Uie cnnnlag Uniptf r*! art, 

And tench Ihe nee it> duly, 
liy keeping on lu wicked heart 

Their «yea ntllght and braiuty. 
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Alu ! eub hour or daylight tell9 

That Bonie tura whll« u Ka-bleKChed gtiella, 
AaA aonie ore alinifa Muahlni;. 



Tha lips of I jfnf Lovers, 
They try to shut their sadilenfng ejM, 

And Id the »in «Htear« 
We KK them tKlDlclfnK In Via tMw, 

And so (bey wink (MeTer. 

What do yoa think of these versos ray friends? — 
Is Chut piece an impromptu ? said my InDdlody'a 
daughter. (^t.l9+. Tondcr-eycd blonde. Long 
ringieta. Camoo pin. Gold poncit-case on a climn. 
Locket. Bracelet. Album. Autograph book. 
Acconleon. Read^ Byron, Tupper, and Sylvanus 
Cobb, junior, while her mother makes the puddings. 
Says, " Yes t " when yon IcU her anything.) — 
Old et tvtn, ma petite, — Yes and no, my child. Five 
of the seven verses were written off-hand ; the other 
two look a week, — that ia, were hanging round 
the desk in a ragged, forlorn, unrhymed condition 
as long as that. All poets will tell you just such 
stories. Cest U deicnibr pas qM coke. Don't 
yuu know how hard it is for some people to get 
out of a room afto their visit is really over t They 
want to be off, and yoa want to have them off, but 
ihej don't know how to manage it. One would 
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think Chcy had be«n built in jour parlor or stud}', 
and were wdtiiig to be launched. 1 have con- 
trived a sort of ceremoaial inclined plane for such 
visitors, which being lubricated with certain smooth 
phrases, I back them down, metaphorically speak- 
ing, stern-forcnioBt, into their "native element," 
the great ocean of out-Joora. WoU, now, there are 
poems as hard to get rid of as these rural visitors. 
They come in glibly, use up ail the serviceable 
rhymes, dai/, ray. beaulj/, dot}/, skiea, eys, other, broOier, 
momlain, Jb}mtain, and the like ; and so they go on 
until you think it is time for the wind-up, and the 
wind-np won't come on any terms. So they lie 
about nnlil you get sick of (he sight of them, and 
end by thrusting some cold scrap of a final couplet 
upon Ihcm, and turning ilicm out of doors. I sus- 
pect a good many "impromptus" copM lell just 
such a story as the above. — Here turning to our 
landlady, I used an illustration which pleased the 
company much at the time, and has since been 
highly commended. " Madam," I said, " yoo can 
pour three gills and three quarters of honey from 
that pint jug, if it is full, in less than one minute; 
but, Madam, you could not empty that last quarter 
of a gill, though yon were turned into a marble 
Hebe, and held the vessel upside down for a thou- 
sand years. 

One gets tired lo death of the old, old rhymes, 
such as you see in that copy of verses, — which I 
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don't mean [o abuse, or Co praise either. I always 
feci as if I were a cobbler, putting new top-leathers 
lo an old pair of bctui-Holes and bodies, when I am 
fitting sentiments (o these veuerable jingtes. 
joutii 



Nine tenths of the "Juvenile FoemB" written 
spring out of the above musical and suggestive co- 
incidences. 

" Yes ! " said our landlady's danghlcr. 

I did not address Che following remark to her, 
and I crust, from her limited range of reading, 
she irill never see it ; I said iC softly to my next 
neighbor. 

When a young female wears a flat circular side- 
curl, gummed on each temple, — when she walks 
with a mole, not arm in arm, but his arm against 
the back of hers, — and when she says " Yes % " 
with Che note of interrogation, you are generally 
safe in asking her what wages she gets, and who 
the "feller" was you saw her with. 

" What were you whispering 7 " said the daugh- 
ter of the house, moistening her lips, as she spoke, 
in a very engaging manner. 

" I was only laying down a prineiple of social 
diagnosis." 

'- Yes ! '■ 
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and Castes find the same implements and modM 
of expression in all times and places. The young 
ladies of Otaheite, aa you may Bee in Cook's Voy- 
ages, had a, sort of crinoline arrangement fully 
equal in radius to the largest eprciLd of our own 
lody-baskcts. When I fling a Bay-State shawl 
over my shoulders, 1 am only taking a lesson 
from the climate that the Indian had learned bc- 
fora me. A UanjUt-shawl we call it, and not & 
plaid ; and we wear it like the aborigines, and not 
like the Highlanders. 

Wc ore the Romans of the modem world, 

— the great assimilating people. Conflicla and 
conquests arc of course necessary accidents with 
us, as with our prototypes. And so we come to 
their style of weapon. Our army sword is tlio 
short, ethS, pointed gladtus of the Bomans; and 
the American bowie-knife is the same tool, modi' 
fled to meet the daily wants of civil society. I 
nnnoancc at this tabic an axiom not to be found 
in Montcsquien or the journals of Congress : — 

The race Chat shortens its weapons lengthens 
its houndaries. 

Cordlan/. It was the Polish lance that left 
Poland at last with nothing of her own to bound. 

Wl;at business hod Sarmntia to be tighiiiig for 
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iibcity with a flftcen.foot polo between her and the 
breaata of her enemies ? If she had but clutched 
the old Itoman and yonng American weapon, and 
«>me t<i close qnartcre, tlicre might have been a 
chBDce for Iter; but it would have spoiled the best 
passage in the " Pleasures of Hope." 

Self-mada men ? — Well, yes. Of conrso 

everybody likes and respecta Bclf-mado men. It 
is B. great dcnl better to be made in that vny than 
not to l>e mado at aJI. Arc any of yon younger 
people old enough to remember that Irishrann's 
house on the miirsh at Cambndgcport, whieh 
house he built from drain to chimney-top with his 
own hands t It look him a good many years to 
bi;ild it, and one could see that it was a little out 
of plumb, and a little wavy in outline, and a little 
queer and nnccrtnin in general aspect. A regular 
hand could certainly have built a better house ; 
but it was a very good house for a "self-made" 
carpenter's house, and people praised it, and said 
how remarkably well the Iriiihman had succeeded. 
They never thought of praising the fine blocks of 
houses a little farther on. 

Your self-made man, whittled into shape with 
his own jackknifc, deserves more credit, if that is 
all, than the regular engine turned article, shaped 
by the most approved pattern, and French-polished 
by society and travel. But as to saying tliat one 
is every way the equal of the other, that i^ another 
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matter. The right of strict social J iscrimi nation 
of alt things and persons, according to their merits, 
native or acquired, is one of the most precious 
repnblicao privileges. I take tho libcrlj to ex- 
erdse it, when I say, that, other things being eqaal, 
in mont relations of life I prefer a man of family. 

Whatdolmcanhyamanoffamily — O, I'll 
give you a general idea of what I mean. Let na 
give him a lirsl^rate fit out ; it coxts us nothing. 

Four or five generations of gentlemen and 
gentlewomen ; among them a member of his Ma- 
jesty's Conncil for the Province, a Governor or so, 
one or two Doctors of Divinity, a member of 
Congress, not later than the time of (op-boots with 
tassels. 

Family portraits. The member of the Council, 
by Smibert. The great merchant^uncle, by Cop- 
ley, full length, siting in his arm'Cbait, in a vel- 
vet cap and flowered robe, with a globe by him, 
to show the range of his commercial transactions, 
and letters with lai^ red seals lying round, one 
directed conspicnonsly to The Honorable, etc., etc. 
Great-grandmother, by the same artist ; brown 
satin, laee very tine, hands superlative ; grand old 
lady, Btiffish, but imposing. Her mother, artist 
unknown ; flat, angular, hanging sleeves ; parrot 
on fist. A pair of Stuarts, viz., 1. A superb full- 
blown, raediceval gentleman, with a licry dasb of 
Tory blood in his veins, tempered doivn with that 
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of a fine old rebel grandmotlier, and wanned up 
with the iKSt of old India Madeira; his face is 
one flame of ruddy BanBhine; hia ruffled ahirt 
rushes out of his bosom with an impetuons gener- 
osity, as if it would drag his heart after it; and 
his smile is good for twenty thousand dollars to 
the Hospital, besides arople bequests to all rela- 
tives and dopendanie, 2. Lsdy ol the same; re- 
markable cap ; ht)rh waist, as in time of Empire; 
bust a la Josephine ; wisps of curls, like celery-tips, 
at sides of forehead ; complexion clear and warm, 
like rose-cordial- As for the miniatures by Mal- 
bonc, we don't count them in the gallery. 

Books, too, with the names of old college-stu- 
dents in them, — family names; — you will lind 
them at the heail of their respective classes in the 
days when students look rank on the catalogue 
from their parents' condition. Elzerirs, with the 
Latinized appellations of youthful progenitors, and 
Hie liber est mexa on the title-page. A set of 
Uogartb's original plates. Fope, original edition, 
15 volumes, London, 1717. Barrow on the lower 
shelves, iu folio. Tilloison on the upper, in a 
little dark platoon of octo-decimos. 

Some family silver ; a string of wedding and 
funeral rings ; tbo arms of the family curiously 
blazoned ; the same in worsted, by a maiden 

If die man of family has lui old place to keep 
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these thinga in, furnished with claw-fooled chairs 

and block mahogany tables, and tail bovcl-«dgcd 

mirrors, and stately upright caliinets, his outfit is 

complete. 

No, tny friends, I go (always, other things being 
cqnal) fbr the man who inherits family tnuliiions 
and the cumulative humanities of at least four or 
Rve generations. Above all things, as a child, he 
should have lumbled about in a library. All men 
are afnuU of books, who have not handled them 
from infancy. Do you suppose our dear diJatailos 
over there ever reail Pali SifKpsia, or consulted 
VasleOi Lfikon, while ho was growing up to Iheir 
stature 1 Not ho ; but virtue passed throngh the 
hem of their parchment and leather garments 
whenever ho touched them, as the precious drags 
awoati^ through the bat's handle in the Arabian 
story. I lell you lie ia at homo wherever he smells 
the invigorating fragrance of Buseia leather. No 
self-maile man feels so. One may, it is true, have 
all the aniceedenCs I have spoken of, uid yet be 
a boor or a shabby fellow. One may have none 
of them, and yet be fit for eoiincila and courts. 
Then let them change places. Our social arrange' 
ment has this great beauty, that its strata shin: up 
and down as they change spccifle gravity, without 
being clogged by layers of prescription. But 1 
still insist on my democratic liberty of choice, and 
I go tor the man with the gallery of family |>or- 
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traits against the one with the twcntjr-flrc-cent 
ilagneiTotype, nnlcss I find out that the last is 
the belter of the two. 

1 should have felt more nervous about the 

late comet, if I had thought the world was ripe. 
But it is ver/ green ;et, if 1 am not mititakcn ; 
and besides, there is a groat deal of coal to use u |), 
which I cannot liring myself to think was maile 
for notlling. If ccrl&in things, which seem to me 
essential to a millennium, had come to pass, 1 
should have been frightened; but they haven't. 
rcrhaps you would like to bear mj 

LATTER-DAY WARNINGS. 



When he that k 
yrbiro habecrlut 
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The company Eecme<l to like Ihe verses, and 
I promised ihom to rend others oceaaiotially, if 
they had a mind to hear them. Of course they 
would not expect it every morning. Neither 
must the reader Guppoee that all these things I 
have reported were said at any one hreakfast- 
time. I have not taken the trouble to date them, 
as Rasp^l, pire, used to date every proof he sent 
to the printer ; but they were scattered over sev- 
eral hreaklasia; and I have said a good muij 
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more things since, which I ehall very poasit)!/ 
print some ^me or olh«r, if I am urged to do it by 
judicuoos IVienda. 

I finished off with reading some versea of tny 
friend the Professor, of whom you may perhaps 
hear more by and br. The Profeasor read them, 
lie [old me, at a farewell meeting, where the 
youngest of our great HlaTorians met a fciv of his 
many friends at their invitation. 

Yea, we knew we must lose him, — though ftiendohlp amy 
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^9S^\ REALLY believe some people save their 
^SLOiy bri)rh[ thoughts, as being too precious 

an admiring Triend said the other dav 
to one that was talking good things, — good enough 
to print! "Why," said he, "you are wasting 
incrchantable literature, a, cash article, at the rate, 
03 nearly as I can tell, of ti()/ dollars an hour," 
The talker took him to ibe window and asked liim 
to look oat and tell what he saw. 

"Nothing hot a very dtisty street," he said, "and 
a man dnving a sprinkling-machine through it." 

" Why don't you tell the man be is wasting that 
water! What would be the state of the highwa]*s 
of lile, if we did not drive our Ihoi^ht-s/mnkttri 
through them with the valves open, sometimes? 

" Besides, there is another thing about this talk- 
ing, which you forget. It shapes our thoughts for 
ns ; — the waves of conversation roll them as the 
surf rolls the pebbles on the shore. Let me modify 
the imago a little. I rough out my thoughts in 
talk as an artist models in clay. Spoken language 
is so plastic, — you can pat and coax, and spread 
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and shave, and rob out, and fill np, and stick on 
50 easily, wlien jou work thai soft material, that 
there is noEhint; like it for modelling. Out of it 
come the shapes which you turn into marble or 
bronze in your immortal books, if you happen lo 
write such. Or, to use another illustration, writ- 
ing or printing is like shooting with a rifle : you 
may hit your reader's mind, or miss it; — but talk- 
ing is tike playing at a mark with the pipe of an 
engine; if it is within reach, and you have time 
enough, yon can't help hitting it." 

The company agreed that this last illustration 
was of superior excellence, or, in the phrase used 
by them, '■ Fust-rate." I acknowledged the compli- 
ment, but gently rebuked the expression. " Fust- 
rate," "prime," "a prime article," "a superior 
piece of goods," " a handsome garment," " a gent 
in a flowered vest," — all such expressions are flnal. 
They blase the lineage of him or her who utters 
them, for generations up and down. There is one 
other phrase which will soon come to be decisive of 
a man's social afofus, if it is not already: "That tells 
the whole story." It is an expression which vulgar 
and conceited people particularly affect, and which 
welt-meaning ones, who know better, catch from 
them. It is intended to stop all debate, like the 
previous question in the General Court. Only it 
doesn't; simply becansc "that" does not usually 
tell the whole, nor one half of the whole story. 
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It is an odd idea, IhHt almost ajl our peoplo 

huTe hud a professiona] education. To become a 
doctor a man must study some three years and hear 
a thousand lectores, more or less. Just how much 
Gindy it takes 10 make a lawyer I cannot say, but 
probably not more than this. Now most decent 
people hear one hundred lectures or sermons (dia- 
coursea ) on theology every year, — and this, twenty, 
thirty, fifty years together. They read a great 
many religious books besides. The clergy, bow- 
ever, rardy hear an/ sermons except whut (bey 
preach themselves. A dull preacher might be 
conceived, therefore, to lapse into a stat« of qaasi 
heathenism, simply fur want of religious instruc- 
tion. And, on the other hand, an attentive and 
intelligent hearer, listening to a successiou of wise 
teachers, might become actually better educated in 
theology than any one of them. We are all theo- 
logical students, and more of us qualified us doc- 
tors of divinity than have received degrees at any 
of the universities. 

It is not strange, therefore, that very good people 
should often find it difficult, if not impossible, to 
keep their attention fixed upon a sermon treating 
^bly a snbjcct whicli they have thought vigorously 
about for years, and heard able men discuss scores 
of times. I have ofleo noticed, however, that a 
hopelessly dull discourse acts indurliodg, as elec- 
tricians would say, in developing strong mental 
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cnirents. | am ashamed to think with what ac- 
companimcnls and variaiions and Jioritare I have 
Bometimes ftollowed the droning of a heavy speaker, 
— not willingly, — for my lialiit is reverential, — 
but as a necessary Teanlt of a slight continuona im- 
pression on the senses and the mind, which kept 
both in action wiihoot furnishing the food they re- 
quired 10 woil upon. If you ever saw a crow with 
a king-bird after him, yon will get an image of a 
dull speaker and a lively listener. The bird In 
sable plumage flaps heavily along hia straight- 
furward course, while the other sails round him, 
over him, under him, leaves hin>, comes back agiun, 
tweaks out a black luachcr, shoots away once more, 
never losing eight of him, and finally reaches the 
crow's perch at the same time the crow docs, haV' 
ing cut a perftet labyrinth of bxips and knots and 
spirals while the slow (bwl was painfully working 
from one end of his straight line to the other. 

[I think these remarks were received rather cool- 
ly. A temporary boarder from the country, con- 
sisting of a Gomewhat more than middle-aged 
female, with a parchment forehead and a dry little 
"Msctie " shingling it, a sallow neck with a neck- 
lace of gold beads, a black dress too rusty for re- 
cent grief and contours in basso-rilievo, tell the 
table prematurely, and was reported to liave been 
very virulent about what I said. So I went to my 
good old minister, and repealed the remarks, as 
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DSarly u I coald remember them, (o him. He 
lau|;he(I good naturedl/, and smd lliere wns con- 
eiderablo trath in them. He thought he could lell 
when people's minds viere wandering, by their 
looks. In the earlier years of hia mtnistT; he had 
BOmcCimes noticed this, when he was preaching; 
— very iitllo of late years. Sometimes, when his 
colleagdc was preaching, be oijaerved this kind of 
innttcucion; but after all, it was not so very un- 
natural. I will say, by the way, that it is a rule 
1 have king followed, to tell my worst tiioughts to 
my minister, and niy txM thonghte 10 the yonng 
people I talk with.] 

1 want to make a literary confession now, 

which I believe nobody has made before me. You 
know very well that I write verses sometimes, be- 
rause I have read some of them at this table. 
(The company assented, — two or three of them 
in a resigned sort of way, as I thought, as if they 
supposed I had an epic in my pocket, and was go- 
in); to read half a dozen books or so for their ben- 
efit.) — I continued. Of course I write some lines 
or passages which are better than others ; some 
which, compared with the others, might be called 
relatively excellent. It is in the nature of things 
that I should consider these relatively excellent 
lines or passages as absolutely good. So much 
must be pardoned to humanity. Now I never 
wrote a "good" line in my life, but the moment 
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after itwiis writrenic Eefined a hondrcd ytaxs old. 
Very commonly I had a sudden conviclion thnl I 
had seen it somewhere. Pi>ssibl7 I maj have 
sometimes unconsciously stolen it, but I do not 
remember that I ever once detected any historical 
truth in these sudden convictions of the anliquily 
of my new thought or phrase. I have learned 
ntlerly to discrust tliem, nnd never allow them to 
bully mc out of n thought or line. 

This is the phitosoiihy of it. (Here the number 
of the company was diminished by a small seces- 
sion.) Any new formula which suddenly emerges 
in our consciousness has its roots in long trains 
of thought ; it is virtually old when it first makes 
in appearance among the recognized growths of 
our intellect. Any crystalline gtoup of musical 
words has had a long and still jieriod to form in. 
Here is one theory. 

But there is u larger taw which perhaps compre- 
hends these facts. It is this. The rapidity with 
which ideas grow old in our memories is in a 
direct ratio to the squares of their importance. 
Their apparent age runs up miraculously, like llie 
value of diamonds, as they increase in magnitude. 
A great calamity, for instance, is as old as the 
trilohites an hour after it has happened. It stains 
backward through all the leaves we have turned 
over in the hook of life, before its blot of tears or 
of blood is dry on Che page we are turning. I'or 
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this wB seem 10 have lived ; ik was foreshadowed 
in dreams that vre leaped out of in the cold sweat 
of (error ; in the " dissolving views " of dark da;- 
visions; all omens pointed to it; all paths led to 
it. Alier the tossing half-forgetfulness of the lirdC 
sleep that follows such an event, it comes upon us 
afresh, as a surprise, at waking ; in a few moments 
it is old again, — old as eternity. 

[1 wish I had not said all this then and there. 
I might have known better. The pale schoolmis- 
tress, in her mourning dress, was looking at me, as 
1 noticed, with a wild sort of expression. All at 
once the hlood dropped out of her cheeks as this 
mercury drops from a broken barometer-tabe, and 
she melted away from her seat like an image of 
snow ; a slung-shot could not have bronght her 
doom better. God ftirgtve me I 

After this little episode, I continued, to some 
few that remained balancing teaspoons oD the 
edges of caps, twirling knives, or tilting upon the 
hind legs of their chairs until their heads reached 
the wall, where they Icil gratuitous advertisements 
of various popular cosmetics.) 

When a person is suddenly thrnst into any 
strange, new position of trial, he linds the place 
His him OS if he had been measured for it. Ho 
has committed a great crime for instance, and is 
sent to the State Prison. The traditions, prescrip- 
tions, limitations, privileges, all the sharp condi- 
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ttoQS of his new life, slAmp themselrea upon bis 
consciousness as tlie sigTiet on soft wax ; — a sioglo 
pressure is cnongh. Let me strengthen the image 
a little. Did you ever happe:i to see that most 
soft-spoken and velvet-handed s[«am-engine at the 
Mint 1 The smooth piston sliilcfl baclcward and 
forward as a lady might slip her delicate fintccr in 
and out of a ring. The engine lays one of its lin- 
gers eolmly, but firmly, upon a bit of metal ; it is 
a coin now, and will remember that tonch, and 
tell a new race about it, when the date upon it is 
crusted over with twenty centuries. So it is that 
a great silent-moving misery puts a new stamp on 
us in an hour or a, momctit, — as sharp an impres- 
sion as if it had taken half a lifetime to engrave it. 
It is anful to be in ^e hands of the wholesale 
professional dealers in misfortune ; undertakers and 
jailers magnetize yon in a moment, and yon pass 
oat of the individual li(^ you were living into the 
rhythmical movements of their horrible machinery. 
IJo the worst thing you can, or suffer the worst 
that can be thought of, you find yourself in a cat- 
egory of humanity that stretches back as far as 
Cain, and with on expert at your elbow who has 
studied your case all out bcfbrehand, and is wait. 
ing for yon with his implements of liemp or ma- 
hogany. I believe, if a man wore to be burned in 
any of our cities lo-morrow fbr heresy, there wonJd 
be found a master of ceremonies that knew just 
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how many fagoM were necessary, and the beat 
way of airan^ng the whole matter. 

So wo have not won the Gioodwood cnpj 

nu confroire, wc wore a "bad fifth," if not worse 
than Chat; and trying It agun, and (he third 
time, has not yet bettered the matlcr. Kow I am 
aa patriotic aa any of my fellow-citizens, — too 
patriotic in fact, for 1 have got into hot water by 
loving too much of my conntry; in short, if any 
man, whose fighting weight ii not more than eight 
atone four pounds, disputes it, I am ready (o dis- 
cuss the point with him. I should have gloried 
to see the stars and stripes in front at the finish. 
I loTO my connlry, and I love horses. Stablis's 
old mezzotini; of Eelipse hangs over my desk, and 
Herring's portrait of Plonipolenliary, — whom I 
saw run at Epsom, — over my fireplace. Did I 
not ch>pe from school to see Revenge, and Pros- 
pect, and Little John, and Peacemaker ran over 
the race-course whore now yon snbnrban village 
flourishes, in the year eighteen hundred and ever- 
Bo-few ! Though I never owned a horse, have I 
not been the proprietor of six equine females, of 
which one was the prettiest little " Morgin " that 
ever stepped t Listen, Ihen, to an opinion I have 
often expressed long before this venture of ours in 
England. Horse-racing is not a repnblican insti- 
tution : horse-Craftiur is. Only very rich persons 
can keep raee-hurses, and everybody Itnows they 
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are kept mainly as gambling implement. All 
that matter about blood and speed we won't diB- 
cnsa: we understand all that; nsefctl, very, — of 
coarse, — great obligations to the Godolphin "Ara- 
bian," and the rest. I say racing horses are essen- 
tially gambling implements, as much as roulette 
tables. Now I am not preaching at lliia moment; 
1 may read yon one of my sermons some other 
morning; bat 1 maintain that gambling, on the 
great scale, is not republican. It belongs to two 
phases of society. — a cankered over-cjvilization, 
sueh as exisia in rich aristocracies, and the reck- 
less lile of borderers and adventurers, or the semi- 
barbarism of a civilisation resolved into its primi- 
tive olemenia. Real Republicanism is stern and 
severe; its essence b not in forms of government, 
bat in Iho omnipulence of public opinion which 
grows out of it. Tills public opinion cannot pre- 
vent gambling with dice or stocks, but it can and 
does compel it to keep comparatively quiet. But 
horse-racing is the most pnblic way of gambling, 
and with all its immense attraetions to the sense 
and (ho leelings, — to which I plead very suscepti- 
ble, — the disguise is too thin that covers it, and 
everybody knows what it means. lis supporters 
are the Southern gentry, — fine fellows, no doubl, 
but not republicans exactly, as we understand the 
term, — a few Northern mlllionnaires more or less 
thoroughly millioned, who do not r^resent the 
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Teal people, and the mob of sporting men, the beat 
of whom are comTnonl;r idlerd, and (he worst verj 
bad neighbors to have near one in a crowd, or to 
meet in a dark alley. In En^'land, an the other 
hand, with its aristocratic institutions, racing is a 
natural gronlh enough; the passion for it spreads 
downwards through all classes, from the Queen (o 
the coKtennonger. London is like a shelled cum- 
cob on the Derby day, and there ia not a clerk who 
could raise Cbo money (o hire a saddle with an old 
hack under it that can sit down on his office-stool 
the next day without wincing. 

Now just compare the racer with the trotter for 
a moment. The racer is incidenially useful, but 
essentially something to bet upon, as much as the 
ihimble-riggcr's " little joker." The troltcr is e>i- 
Ecntialiy and daily useful, and only iocidenlalljr 
a tool for sporting men. 

What better reason do you want for the fact 
that the racer is most cul^vatcd and rcacbCB his 
greatest perfection in England, and that the trot- 
ting horses of America beat the world ! And why 
should we have expected that the pick — if it was 
the pick — of our few and far-between racing sla- 
bles should beat the pick of England and France ! 
Throw over the fallacious time-test, and there was 
nothing to show for it but a natural kind of patri- 
otic t^ing, which we all have, with a thoroughly 
provincial conceit, which some of as must plead 
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We maj beat yet. As an American, I hope va 
shall. As a moralist and occasional sermonizer, I 
am not so anxioas about it. Wherever the trot- 
ting boree goes, he came» in his train brisk omni- 
buses, lively bakers' carts, and therefore hot rolls, 
ibe jolly bdtcher'a wagon, the cheerful gig, the 
wholesome afternoon drive with wife and child, — 
all the forms of moral excellence, except truth, 
nhicb does not agree with any kind of borsv-ilcah. 
The racer brings with him gambling, cursing, 
swearing, drinking, the eating of oysters, and a 
distaste for mob-caps and the middle-aged virtues. 

And by the way, let mo beg yon not to call a 
trotting-nialch a race, and not to speak of a " thor- 
ough-bred" as a '•blooded" horse, unless he has 
been recently phlebotomiied. I consent to your 
saying " blood horse," ir you [ike. Also, if, next 
year, we send out Posterior and Posterioress, the 
winners of the great national four-mile race in 
7 18^, and they happen to get beaten, pay your 
bets, and behave like men and gentlemen about 
it, if yoa know bow. 

(I felt a great deal better after blowing off the 
ill-lcmper condensed in the above paragraph. To 
brag little, — to show well, — to crow gently, if in 
Inck, — to pay up, to own up, and to shut up, if 
beaten, are the virtnes of a sporting man, and I 
can't say that I think we hare shown tbem in any 
great perftetion of late.] 
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Apropos of horses. Do jon know how 

important good jocke^^ing is to anlhOTt ? Judl- 
cions management ; letting the public see jour an- 
imai Just enough, and not too much ; holding him 
np hard when the market is too full of him; let- 
ting him out at just the right buying intervals; 
always gently feeling his month ; never slacking 
and never jerking the rein ; — tbia is what 1 mean 
hj jockeying. 

When an author has a nnmber of books 

out, a cunning hand will keep them all spinning, 
as Signor Blitz does his dinner-plates ; fetching 
each one up, as it begins to "wabble," by as ad- 
vertisement, a pulf, or a quotation. 

Whenever the extracts from a living writer 

b^n to multiply fast in the papers, without ohvi- 
003 reason, there is a new lioub or a new edition 
coming. The extracts sxe gnmiid-hcui. 

Literary life is full of eurions phenomena. 

1 don't know that there is anything more notice- 
able than what we may call conBealitmd rgtufotions. 
There is a tacit understanding in every community 
of men of letters that they will not disturb the 
popular fallacy respecting this or that electro-gild- 
ed celebrity. There are various reasons for this 
forbearance : one is old ; one is rich ; one is good- 
natured ; one is such a tavorite with the pit that it 
would not be sale to hiss him ftora the mauager'a 
box. The venerable angura of the literary or sci- 
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entilic temple may smile funtly when one of the 
tribe is mentioned ; but the force is in general kept 
np as well as the Chinese comic scene of entreat- 
ing and imploring a man to stay with jou, with 
the implied compact between yon that he shall by 
no means think of doing it. A poor wretch he 
mnsi be who would wantonly sit down on one of 
these bandbox repniations. A Prince-Rnpcrt'*- 
drop, which is a tear of nnannealed gla^, lasts in- 
definitely, if you keep it from meddling hands; 
but break its tail olf, and it explodes and resolves 
itself into powder. These celebrities 1 speak of 
are (he Prinee-Rupert'G.drop8 of the learned and 
polite world. See how the papers treat them 1 
What an array of pleasant kaleidoscopic phrases, 
which can be arranged in ever so many charming 
patterns, is at their service t Row kind the " Crit- 
ical Notices" — where small aulhorship comes to 
pick np chips of praite, fragrant, sugary, and Sap- 
py — always are to thomi Well, life would be 
nothing without paper-credit and other fictions; 
GO let them pass current. Don't steal their chips ; 
don't puncture their swimming-Uadden ; don't 
come down on their pasteboard boxes ; don't break 
the ends of their brittle and anstable reputations, 
you follows who all feel sure chat your names will 
be household words a thousand years from now. 

"A thousand years is a good while," said the 
old gentleman who sits opposite, thoughlfnlly. 
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Where have 1 been for the last three or 

four daya 1 Duwn at the laland, deer-shooting. — 
How many did I bag 1 1 brought home one buck 
shot. — The Island ia whore? No roatter. It is 
the moat splendid domain that any man looks upon 
in these latitudes. Blue sea around it, and running 
Dp into its heart, so that the Uctle boSit slumliera 
like a baby in lap. while the tall ships are stripping 
naked to lighl the hurricane outside, and storm- 
stay-aaila banging and flying in ribbons. Trees, 
in stretfhea of miles; beeches, oaks, most nnmer- 
oud; — many of them hung with moss, looking like 
bearded Druids ; some coiled in the clasp of huge, 
dark-stemmed grape-vines. Open patches where 
the aun gets in and goes to sleep, and the winds 
come so finely sifted that they are an soft aa swan's 
down. Bocks .scattered about, — Slonehcnge-like 
nionolitha. Fresh-water lakea ; one of them, Mary's 
lake, crystal-clear, full of flashing pickerel lying 
onder the lily-pads like tigers in the jungle. Six 
pounds of ditto killed one morning for breakfast. 
Eoo fecit. 

The divinity-student looked as if he would like 
to question my Latin. No, sir, I afud, — joa need 
not trouble yourself. There is a higher law in 
grammar, not to be put down by Andrews and 
Stoddard. Then I went on. 

Such hoapitality as that island haa seen there 
has not been the like of in these our New England 
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Hovereignties. There ia nothing in the shape of 
kindnesB and conrteBy that can make life bOButiful, 
which has not fband iu home in lliat ocean-princi- 
palit]'. It haa welcomed alt who were worlhj' of 
welcome, from the pale clergyman who came to 
breathe the sea-air with its medidnal ealt and 
iucline, to die great statesman who turned his back 
on the altkirs of empire, and smoothed his Olym- 
pian fbrebead, and QasheJ his white teeth in merri- 
ment over the long table, where bis wit was the 
keenest and his story the best, 

[1 don't believe any man ever talked like that in 
this world. I don't believe T talked just so ; but 
the fact is, in reporting one's conversation, one 
cannot belji £^ir-ing it up more or less, ironing 
out crumpled paragraphs, starching limp ones, and 
crimping and plaiting a little sometimes; it is as 
natural as prinking at the looking-glass.] 

How can a man help writing poetry in such 

a place? Everybody does write poetry that goes 
there. In the stale archives, kept in the librai; 
of the Lord of the Isle, are whole volumes of un- 
published verse, — some by well-known hands, and 
others qa\K as good, by the last people you would 
think of as versifiers, — men who could pension off 
all the genuine poets in tlie country, and buy ten 
acres of Boston common, if it was for sale, with 
what they had left. Of course I had to write my 
little copy of verses with the rest; here it is, if you 
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will hear me re«d it When the bod is in ihe west, 
ves^ls sailing in an easterly direclion look bright 
or dark to one who observes them from the north 
or south, according to tlie tack thejr are sailing 
upon. Watching them ffna one of the windows 
of the great mansion, I saw these perpetual changes. 
Mid moralized thus : — ^ 

SUN AND SHADOW. 



To Uu rock tbU iB umler hie lee, 
Ai he drifti on Uh Mut, like ■ <riiid-<nilUd Mai, 
tftt Um gulb of Oie deuiate Ha. 



nnreluok bom Uuibon: 
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Insanity ia oReD the logic of an accuroM 

mind overtasked. Good mental ma/'hinerj ought to 
break iiBown wheels and leverB, if anything is thruEt 
among them suddenly which tends to stop them or 
reverse thar motion. A weak mind does not accii' 
mulste force enough to hurt itself; stupidity otlen 
saves a ^^an from gain^ mad. Wb frequently sea 
persons in insane hospitals, sent there ia conse- 
quence of what arc called rrligiout mental dislnrti- 
onces. I eonfbss that I think hetter of them than 
of many who hold the same notions, and keep their 
wile and appear to enjoy life very well, ouuide of the 
asylums. Any decent person ought to go mad, if 
he really holds such or such opinions. It is very 
much to his discredit in every point of view, if he 
does not. What is the use of my saying what 
some of these opinions are ? Perhaps more than 
one of you hold such as I should tliink ought to 
send you straight over to Somerville, if you bava 
any logic in your heads or any human feeling 
in your hearts. Anything that is hrutal, cruel, 
heathenish, that makes life hopeless for the 
of mankind and perhaps for entire races,— 
thing that assumes the necessity of the 
lion of instincts which were given to be regulated, 
— no matter by what name you call it, 
ter whether a fakir, or a monk, or a deacon believes 
it, — if received, ought to produce insanity in every 
well-regulated mind. That condition becomes a 
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nonoal one, under the circumsCancea. I am very 
much ashamed of some people for retuning Ibeir 
reason, when tliey know perfectly well that if Che; 
were not the most stupid or the most selfish of 
humau beings, they would become non-com/wtei at 

[Nobody understood this but the theological 
student and the school mis tre«s. They looked in- 
telligently at each other ; but whether they were 
thinking about my paradox or not, I am not 
clear. — It would be natural enough. Stranger 
things have happened. Love and Death eater 
boarding-houses without asking the price of board, 
or whether there is room for them. Alas, these 
young people are poor and pallid ! Love AoiM 
be both rich and rosy, bnt miut be either rich or 
K)sy. Talk about military daty I What is that 
to the warfare of a married maid-of-all-work, with 
the title of mistress,' and an American female con- 
stitution, which collapses just in the middle third 
of life, and comes out vulcanized India-nibber, if 
it happen to live through the period when health 
and strength are most wanted ^] 

Have I ever acted in private IheaCricala! 

Often. I have played the part of the " Poor Gen- 
tleman," before a great many audiences, — more, 
I trust, than I shall ever face again. I did not 
wear a stage-costume, nor a wig, nor mustaches 
of burnt cork ; but I was placarded and announced 
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as a public perfbnner, and at (he proper hour 1 
came forward wiih the ballet-dancer's smile upon 
m; counienanee, and made m; bow and acted loy 
part, I have seen my name elnck up in letters 
so Ug that I wag ashamed to show mysell in Ihe 
place by daylight. I have gone to a town with a 
sober iileciiry essay in my pocket, and seen niysclt 
everywhere announced as the most desperate of 
buffos, — one who was obliged to restrain himself 
in (he l^iit exercise of his powers, from prudential 
considerations. I have been through as many 
hardships as Ulysses, in Ihe purtnit of my his- 
trionic vocation. I have travelled in cars until 
the conductors all knew me like a brother. I have 
run off Che roils, and stuck all night in snow-drifts, 
and sat behind femalee that would have the win- 
dow open when one couM not wink without his 
eyelids freezing together. Perhaps I shall pvo 
you some of my experiences one of these days ; — 
I will not Dow, for 1 have something else for 
you. 

Private theatricals, as I have figured in them 
in country lyccum-halls, are one thing, — and pri- 
vate theatricals, as they may be seen in certain 
gilded and frescoed saloons of our metropolis, are 
another. Yes, it is pleasant to sec real gentlemen 
and ladies, who do not think it necessary to mouth, 
and rant, and stride, like most of our stage heroes 
and heroines, in the characters which show off 
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their graces imd talenls ; most of all to see a fresh, 
nnrougcd, unspoiled, highbred joung maiJen, with 
a lithe tigure, and a, pleasant voice, acting in those 
lore-dramas which make us young again to look 
upon, when real youth and beauty will play them 

Of coarse I wrote the prologue I was 

asked (o write. 1 did not see the play, (hough. 
I knew there was a young lady in il, and that 
somebody was in luve wiih her, and she was in 
love with him, and somebody (an old tutor, 1 be- 
lieve} wanted to interfere, and, very naturally, the 
young lady was loo sharp for him. The play of 
course ends charmingly ; there is a general recon- 
ciliation, and all concerned form a line and take 
each other's hands, as people always do after they 
have made up their quarrelB, — and then the cur. 
tain falls, — if it does not stick, as it commonly 
does at private theatrical exhibitions, in which 
case a boy is detailed to pull it down, which he 
docs, blushing violently. 

Now, then, for my prologue. I am not going 
to change my cieauras and cadences for anybody; 
so if you do not like the heroic, or iambic trime- 
ter brachy.ca.ta]cetic, yon had better not wait to 

THIS IS IT. 
A Pralngoet Well, Dtcaune thclmllH knoiri — 
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ih (he > 



Budolph, profeesor of Uii 



BHre-krmed, iwart-vltagvd, gaunl» aod BhagEyJ>Toirad, 
KuOolph tbe beailflmaD rose above the crowd- 
Ills fslcblon Itghtened with a sudden gleun, 



WoDUd : thy rulchlon la n gl(tUring «ye ; 
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The prologue went off very well, as I hear. 
TSo alterations were suggested by the lady to whom 
it was sent, go far as 1 know. Sometimes people 
Erilicise (he poems one sends them, and Boggcst 
all sorts of improvements. Who was that silly 
body that wanted Bums to alter " Scots wha bae," 
80 as to lengthen the last tine, thus 1 — 

"Edward:" CtaatuB lEd BliTHTl 

Here is a little poem I sent a short time since 
to a committee for a certain celebration. I nnder- 
Btood that it was to be a festive and eonfivial oc- 
casion, and ordered myself accordingly. It seems 
the president of the day was what is called a 
" teetotaller." 1 received a note from him in die 
following words, cont^ning the copy snbjolned, 
with the emendations ancicxed to it. 

" DBjtR Sir, — Yonr poem gives good satisfac- 
tion (o the committee. The sentiments expressed 
with reference to liquor are not, however, those 
generally entert^ned by this community. I have 
therefore consulted the clergyman of this place, 
who has made some slight changes, which he 
thinks will remove all otijectlons, and keep the 
valuable portions of the poem. Please to inform 
me of yonr charge for said poem. Our means 
are limited, etc., etc., etc. 

" Yours with respect," 
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HBEB IT 18,— WITH THE SLIGHT ALTettATtOffS I 

Come! DII ft fmh bumper, — For wbj HliDiild we go 
While (he HtHarsllU reOdeni our cup> u Iher Soof 
Pour out the fith JuLoj t etUI bright Kith the >ud, 
Till o'er the brimmed (ttUiI Uie nM«e ibiU nuL 




The compan; said I had been shabbily treated, 
and advised rae to charge the commictee double, 
— which I did. Bot m I never got mj paj, I 
don't know that it made mach difference. I am 
a Tery particular person about having all I write 
printed as I wiile it. I require to eeo a proof, a 
revise, a re-revise, and a double re-revise, or fonrth- 
prouf rectified imprcsstun of all my productions. 



MGoOtjl>J 



56 THE AUTOCRAT 

especially Terse. A misprint kills a sensitive 
author. An intentional change of hie text mur- 
ders him. No wonder bo many poets die joung 1 
I have nothing more to report at this time, ex- 
oept two pieees of advice I gave to the j'oung 
women at table. One relates to a vulgarism of 
language, which I grieve to aa/ is sometimes 
heard even from female lips. The other is of 
more serious purport, sad applies to such as con- 
template a change of condition, — matrimony in 
fnct. 

The woman who " ralc'lates " is lost 

Put not your trost in money, but pat 

your money in trust. 
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III. 

^l^BbjHE <■ Atlantic" obeys the moon, and ita 
SCT^y LnNivERSAKT haa come roond >e>>a. 
BBnM| I have gathered up some hasty notes 
^^^^^ of my remarks made since the last high 
tiilea, which I respectTnlly submit. Please to re- 
member this la luU; just as easy and Just as for- 
mal as I choose to make it.) 

1 never saw an author in my life — saving, 

perhaps, one — that did not purr as audibly as a 
full-grown domestic cat {Fdis Catia, Lihn.), on 
having his fur smoothed in the right way by a 
skilful hand. 

But let me give yon a caution. Be very careful 
how you tell an author he is droU. Ten to one ho 
will bale you; and if he does, be sure he can do 
you a mischief, and very probably will. Say yon 
cried over his romance or his verses, and he wilt 
love you and send yon a copy. You can langh 
over that as mnch as you like — in private. 

Wonder why authors and actors are 

ashamed of being funny f — Why, there are ob- 
vious reasons, anil deep philosophical ones. The 
clown knows very well that tbu wouiun are not in 
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love with him, but with Hamlel, the fellow in ibe 

block cloak and plumed hat. Passion never laughB. 

The wit knows (hat his place ia at the iml of a 

procession. 

If jou want the deep underlying reason, I mast 
take more time to tell it There is a perfect con- 
sciousness in every fonil of wit, — using that term 
in iu general sense, — that its essence conBisiv in a 
partial and incomplete view of whatever it touches. 
It throws a single ray, separated from the rest, — 
red, yellow, blue, or any intermediate shade, — 
npon an object ; never while light ; that is the prov- 
ince of wisdom. We get beautiful eftects from wit, 
—■II the prismatic colors, — but never the object 
as it is in fair daylight A pun, which is a kind 
of wit, is a different and much shallower trick in 
mental optics ; throwing the ihadoio of two objects 
so that one overlies the other. Poetry uses the 
rainbow tints for special effects, but always keeps 
its essential object in the purest while light of 
truth. — Will you allow me to pursue this subject 
a little further? 

[Thef did n't alien me at that time, for some- 
body happened to scrape the floor with bis chair 
just then; which accident^ sound, as all must 
have noticed, has the instantaneous eflTect that the 
cutting of the yellow hair by Iris had npon infclix 
Dido. It broke the cliurm, and that breakfast was 
over.] 
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Diin't flatter jonrsclrea thut friendship 

authoriies yon to snjr disagreeable things to j'onr 
intimates. On the contrary, tbe nearer you coqm 
into a relation with a person, the more necessary 
do tact and courtesy become. Except In cues of 
necessity, which are rare, leave yoar friend to loam 
unpleasant truths from his enemies ; they arc ready 
enongh to tell them. Good-breeding naier foi^^eia 
that aaiBor-propre \» universal. When you read 
the story »f the Archbishop and Gil Bios, you may 
Ungh. if yon will, at the poor old mnn's delusion ; 
but don't forget that the youth was the greater 
fool of the two, Sind that his master served such a, 
booby rightly in turning him out of doors. 

You need not get up a rebellion agunst 

what I say, if you find everything in my sayings 
is not exactly new. You can't possibly mistake a 
man who means to be honest for a literary pick- 
pocket. I once read an introductory lecture that 
looked to me too learned for its latitude. On 
examination, I found all its erudition was taken 
ready-made from D'Israeli. If I had been ill-no- 
tBTod, I should have shown up the little great man, 
who had once belabored me in his feeble way. But 
one can generally tell thtue wholesale thieves easily 
enough, and they are not worth die trouble of put- 
ting them in the pillory. 1 doubt the entire nov- 
elty of my remarks just made on telling unpleasant 
truths, yet I am not conscious of any Urceny. 
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Neither make too much of flaws and occasional 
overBtntemenls. Some persons seem to think that 
absolute tnitli, in the form of rigidly slated propo- 
sitiune, la all that conversation admits. Tliia ie 
precisely as if a musician should insist on having 
nollilng- but perfect chords and simple melodies, — 
no diminished fillhs, no flat sevenths, no flourishes, 
on any account. Now it is fair to say, that, just 
as music must have aJl these, so conversation must 
have its partial trnths. its embellished truths, its ex- 
aggerated [ruths. It is in its higher forms an artis- 
tic product, and admits the ideal element as much 
as pictures or statues. One man who is a little too 
literal can spoil the talk of a whole tableful of men 
of eiprft. — "Yes," you say, " but who wants to 
hear fanciful people's nonsense? Put the facts to 
it, And then sec where it is 1 " — Certainly, if a man 
is loo fond of paradox, — if he is flighty and emp^, 
— if, instead of striking those fifths and sevenths, 
those harmonious discords, often so much better 
than the twinned octaves, in the music of thought, 
— if, insteadof striking these, he jangles the chords, 
stick a fact into him like a stiletto. But remem- 
be h talk' g s one of the fine arts, — the no- 
h m mportant, and the most difficult, — 

d h fl t harmonics may be spoiled by 

h a single harsh note. Thcrefbre 

rsa n h h is suggestive rather than arga- 
mc ta whi h ecs out the most of each talker's 
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results of thought, ia commoaly the pleasantest 
and the most profilable. It is not eaaj, M the 
best, for tno persons talking together to make 
the most of each other's thoughts, there are so 
manj of them. 

[The companj looked as if thej wanted an 
-explanation.] 

When John and Thomas, for instance, are talk' 
ing together, it is natural enough that among the 
six there shonld be more or less confusion and 
misapprehension. 

[Our landlady turned pale; — no donbt she 
thought there was a screw loose in my intellects, 
— and that involved the probable loss of a boarder. 
A severe-looking person, who wears a Spanish 
cloak and a sad cheek, fluicd bj the passions of the 
melodrama, whom I understand to be the profes- 
sional ruttian of the neighboring theatre, alluded, 
with a certain lifting of the brow, drawing down 
of the comers uF the mouth, and somewhat rasping 
twee di petto, to Falsti^s nine men in buckram. 
Everybody looked up. I believe the old gentle- 
man opposite was afraid I should seize the carving- 
knife ; at any rate, he slid it to one side, as it were 
carelessly.) 

I think, I said, I can make it plain to Benjamin 
Franklin here, that there are at least six personal- 
ities distinctly to be recognized as taking part in 
that dialogue between John and Thomas. 
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{L Tha ml John ; kama vtit] to V» 
Hiker. 
3. John'i ideal Ji>bn;iKirertherciiI we, 
3. ■nwinu'i McBl Jobn \ mia th« ml 
John, DDT John*! jgbD, but oAmi 



Only one of the three Johns is taxed ; only ono 
can 'btt weighed on a platform-balance ; but the 
oiher two are just as important in the converNt- 
tion. Let ns suppose the real John to be old, dull, 
and ill-looking. But as the Higher Powers have 
not conferred on men the gift of seeing ihemselvea 
in the true light, John very possibly conceives him- 
■elf to be youthful, witty, and fascinating, and 
talks from the point of view of this ideal. Thom- 
as, again, belietea him to be an artful rogue, we 
will say ; therefbre he «, so far as Thomas's atti- 
tude in the conversation is concerned, an artful 
rogue, though really simple and stupid. The same 
conditions apply to the three Thomases. It fol- 
lows. Chat, until a man can be found who knows 
himself as hia Maker knows him, or who sees him- 
self as others sec bin), there must be at least ux 
persons engaged in every dialogue between two. 
Of these, the least important, philosophically 
speaking, is the one that we have called the real 
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person. No wonder two dispotants often get an- 
grj, when there arc six of ihem talking &nd iis- 
lening all si ihe same time. 

[A very unphilosophical npplicstion of the above 
remarks was made by a younj; fellow, answering 
to the name of John, who sits near me at table. 
A certain basket of pcaehes, a rare vegetable, little 
known to boarding-linuses, was on its way to me 
vij thid unlettered Johannes. He appropriated the 
three that remained in the basket, remorkin;; that 
there was just one apiece fur him. I convinced him 
that his pruetieal inference was hasty and illogical, 
but in the mean time he had eaten the peaches.) 

The opinions of relatives as to a man's 

powers are very commonly of little value; not 
merely because they sometimes overrntc their own 
He-ih and blood, as some may suppose; on the 
contrary, they arc qnite as likely to underrate those 
whom they have grown into the habit of consider- 
ing like themselves. The advent of genius is like 
what florists style the breaking of a seedling tulip 
into what we may call high-caste colors, — ten 
thousand ditigy flowers, then one with the divine 
streak ; or, if you prefer it, like the coming up in 
old Jacob's garden of that most gentlemanly little 
fruit, the seclfel pear, which I have sometimes seen 
in shop-windows. It is a surprise, — there is noth- 
ing to account for it. All at once we linil that 
twice two make ^i«. Nature is fond of what are 
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called " gift-en lerprisos." This little book of life 
whicti she has given into the hands of its joint 
possessors is comi&only one of llie old slory-booki 
bound over Again. Only once in a great while 
there is a stately poem in it, or its leaves are illu- 
minated with the glories of nrt, or they enfold a 
draft for oatold values signed bj the million-fold 
mitlionnaire old mother hereelf. But strangers are 
commonly the first to find the " gift " that come 
with the little book. 

It may be questioned whether anything can be 
conscious of its own flavor. Whether the mnsk- 
dcer, or the civet-cat, or even a still more eloqnent- 
ly silent animal that might be mentioned, is aware 
of any personal peculiarity, may well be doubted. 
No man knows his own voice ; many men do not 
know their own prohtee. Every one remembers 
Carlyle's famons " Characteristics" article; allow 
for exaggerations, and there is a great deal in his 
doctrine of the self-unconsciousness of genius. 
It comes under the great law just stated. This 
incapacity of knowing its own traits is often 
foimd in the fikmily as well as in the individual. 
So never mind what your cousins, brothers, Eislera, 
uncles, aunts, and the rest say about that fine poem 
yon have written, but send it (postage-paid) to the 
editors, if the>« are any, of the "Atlantic," — 
which, by the way, is not so called, because it is a 
notioH, as some dull wits wish they had MJd, but 
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Scientific knovlcdge, even in Ihc most 

modest persons, has mingled with it a somethin)!; 
which partakes of insolence. Absolute, peremp- 
tory facts are bullies, and those nbo keep company 
with them are apt to get a bnltjing habit nf mind ; 
— not of manners, perhaps ; they muy be soft and 
smooth, but the smile they carry haa a quiet asser- 
tion in it, such as the Champion of the Heavy 
Weights, commonly the beslrnatured, but not the 
mojt difRJent of men, wears upon what he very 
inelegantly colls his "mug." Take the man, for 
instance, wlio deals in the mathcmatieai sciences. 
There is no elasticity in a mathem&tie^ fact; if 
yon bring op against it, it never yields a hair's 
breadth ; everything rausl go to pieces that cornea 
in collision with it. What the mathematician 
knows being ab!»>lute, unconditional, incapable of 
sotfering question, it should tend, in t1« nature of 
things, to breed a despotic nay of tliinking. So 
of those who deal with the palpable and olten an- 
mistakable facts of exl^nal nature; only in a 
less d^ree. Every probability — and n 



», woriting beli 
vided with baffen at 
force of opposite opini 
Bcientilic certainty has 
no possibility of yieldi 



probabilities — is pro- 
both ends, which break the 
clashing a^inst it ; but 
spring in it, no conriosy, 
All this must react on 
inds which handle these forms of truth. 
0, you need not tell me that Messrs. A. 
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Hnd B. are the most gracious, unaasaming pco|i]e 
in the world, nnd jel pre-eminent in the ranges 
of science I nm referring to. 1 know that as well 
as }'ou. But marl: this which I am going to saj 
once for all : If I had not force enough (o project 
a principle full in the face of the half-^ozen most 
obvious facts which seem to contradict it, I would 
think only in single file from this day forward. 
A rash man, once visiting a certain noted inslj- 
tulion at Soutli Boston, ventnred lo express the 
sentiment, that man is a rational being. An old 
woman who was an attendant in the Idiot School 
contradicted the etalcmeut, and appealed to tlie 
facts before tlie speaker to disprove it. The rash 
man stuck lo his hasty general! uilion, notwith- 
standing. 

[ It is my desire to be nseful lo those with 

whom 1 am associated in my daily relations. I 
not unfrequently practise Che divine art of music 
in company with oar landlady's daughter, who, as 
I mentioned before, is the owner of an accordion. 
Having myself a, well-marked barytone voice of 
more than half an octave in compa: 
add my vocal powers to her execution of 



not, however, unless her molhcr or some other 
discreet female is present, to pi'evcnl misinterpre- 
tation or remark. I have also taken a good deal 
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of interest in Benjamin Frnnklin, before referred 
to, somotimea called B. F., or more frcfjucntly 
Frank, in imitatioa of that felicitous abbreviation, 
combining dignitj' and convenience, adopted by 
some of his betters. My acqoaintanco with the 
Froiicli langnage is very imperfect, I having never 
studied it anywhere but in Paris, which is awk- 
war<1, as B. F. devotes himself to it with the pecul- 
iar advanlago of an Alsacian teacher. The boy, 
I think, ia doing well, between os, notwithstand- 
ing. The following ii an uncoireded French ex.- 
ereisc, written by this yonng gentleman. Ills 
mother thinks it very creditable to his abilities ; 
though, being unacquainted with the French lan- 
guage, her judgment cannot be considered final. 

Le Rat des Salons X Lectuhb. 

Ci rat ^i est un animal fnrt sinjculier. II a deux 
pnltei de dervitre Bur lesquelles il marohe, et deux 
patCes de devant dont il fnit usage pour tenir [es joiir- 
□nux. Cet animal a la peau noire pour le plupnrt, et 
pnrte on eercle binncliatre nntour de son cou. On le 
tionve tons les Jours aux dits salons, ou il demeure, 
digere, 9'il y a de quoi dans son interieur, retpire, 
tousse, etemue, dort, et ronfle quelquefoip, ayant lou- 
jourg Is aemblant de lire. On ne salt pas s'il a une 
au'.re gite que ?eli II a Tair d'une b6te trfis stnplde, 
main II est d'une sagacir^ et d'une vile^se extraordi- 
naire quand II s'agit de csijir un joomal nouveao. 
On ne suit pas pnnrqnni il lit, parceqn'll no para't pas 
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vancbe, il bit dei bmils nasaux direra. II portr an 
crayon dens nne de ees pochea pectornles, svec letjuel 
11 Ui\t des TTiftrqnea ^ar Lea bonis des joiirnaux et deJ) 
livres, nemblable Hm euivnns:!]! — Bah I Pooh[ II 
ne Taut pu cepsDdant lei prendre pour des sii^nes 
d' intelligence. II ne vole pas, ordlaairement; il rut 
rarement mSme iles ecliange* de partiplule, eC jamais 
de clinpeao, parceque son cbapeau a toujoure uo 
rnrai't^re apacifique. On ne (uit pns au jaxte ce doot 

I'odeur du cuir des relinre?; ce qu'oa ilit d'etre mie 

bien longtems. Enfin il meure, ea laissant a sea 
h^riCieiB une carte du Salon i. Lectnre ou il avait 
exintd pendant ea vie. On pretend qu'il revieut 
toutes le« nnils, aprSs la mort, visiter le Salon. On 
peut le voir, diton, 'a ininiiit,dans sa place babiluelle, 
tenant le jourual du Eoir, et ajant ^ ea main un 
crayon de charbon. Le lendemiiin on trouve dea 
caract^res incoiinua anr les borda du journal. Ce qui 
proiive que !e eplrltuallsme est vrai, et que Messieurs 
les Prore^seiirs de Cambridge soul dea imbe9llee qui 
ne invent rlen du tout, du tout. 

I think this exercise, which I have not cor- 
rected, or allowed to be touched in any way, is 
not discreditable to B. F. Von observe that he is 
acquiring a knowledge of zoology at the same 
^me that he is learning French. Fathers of Auni- 
lies in moderate circumstances will find it profit- 
able to their children, and an economical mode of 
instruction, to set them to revising and amending 
this boy's esercise. The passage was originally 
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laken ttora (he "Histoire Naturelle des BCkb 
Rnminans et Rongnnrs, Bip4des ct Autres," lalaly 
published in Tarig, This wns lranalst«d into 
English and published in London. Il was re- 
pablielied at Great Pedlington, with notes and 
additions by the American editor. The notes 
consist of an interrogation-mark on page l>3d, anil 
a reference (p. ISTch) to another book "edited" 
by the eamc hand. The additions conaial of the 
editor's name on the title-page and back, with a 
complete and aaihentic list of swd editor's honor- 
ary titles in the first of thejje localities. Our boy 
translated the translation back into French. Tbi^ 
may be cotnpared with the original, Co be Ibuiid 
on Shelf 13, Division X, of the Public Library 
of this metropolis.] 

Some of you boarders ask me from time 

10 time why 1 don'l write a story, or a novel, or 
something of that kind. Instead of answering 
each one of you separately, I will thank you Co 
step up into the wholesale department for a few 
moments, wbere I deal in answers by the piece 
and by the bale. 

Tbat every articulately-speaking human being 
has in him stuff for one novel in three vulutoes 
duodecimo has long been with me a cherished be- 
lief. It has been maintained, on the other hand, 
that many persons cannot write more than one 
novel, — thai all after ibat arc likely to be fcilures. 
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— Lifb is so much more tremendous a thing in its 
heights and depths Chnn any transcript of it can be, 
tliat all records of liuinan exiierience are as so 
mnnj' bound herbaria to the innomeroble glowing, 
glistening, raatiing, breathing, fi-agrance-ladcn, poi- 
eoD-sacking, lifb-giving, death-distiliiag leaves and 
flowers of the forest and the pnuries. All we can 
do with books of human experience is to mnlie 
tlicm alive again with something borrowed from 
our own lives. We con make a book alive for us 
just in proportion to its resemblance in essence or 
in form to our own experience. Now an author's 
lirst novel is naturally drawn, to a great extent, 
from his personal experiences ; that is, is a literal 
copy uf natnre under various slight disguises. 
But the moment tbe author gets out of his person- 
ality, he must have the creative power, as well as 
the narrative art and the sentiment, in order lo 
tell a living story; and this is rare. 

Besides, there is great danger that a man's first 
life-story shall clean liim oot, so to speak, of his 
best ilioughts. Most lives, though Ihoir stream 
is loaded with sand and turbid with alluvial waste, 
drop a few golden grains of wisdom as they flow 
along. Oftentimes a single cradling geia them 
all, and after that the poor man's labor is only 
rewarded by mud and worn pebbles. All which 
proves that I, as an individual of the human fam' 
ily, could write one novel or story at any rate, if 
I would. 
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Why don't I, then 1 — Well, there are 

several reasons against it. In the first place, I 
shonid Cell all my scercis, and I maint^n that 
verso is the proper mcfiinm (br such revelations 
Rhythm and rhyme and the harmonics of mmneal 
language, the play of tancy, (he lire of imagina- 
tion, the flashes of passion, so hide the nakedness 
of a heart laid open, that hardly any confession, 
transfigured in the luminoas halo of pootry, u 
reproached aa self-exposure. A beauty shows 
herself under the chandeliers, protected by the 
glitter of her diamonds, with such a broad snow- 
drift of white arms and shouldera laid hare, that, 
were she unadorned and In plain calico, she would 
be unendurable, — in the opinion of the ladies. 

Again, I am terribly afraid 1 shoald show up 
all my friends. I should like to know If all story- 
tellers do not do this t Now I am afraid all my 
friends would not bear showing up very well ; for 
they have an average share of the common weak- 
ness of humanity, which I am pretty certain would 
come out. Of all that have lold stories amonj; 
ns there is hardly one I can recall who has not 
drawn too faithfully some living portrait that 
might better have been spared. 

Once more. I have sometimes thought it possi- 
ble I might be loo dull to write such a story as I 
should wish to write. 

And finally, I think it vcrj' likely I shtM write 
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a BCory one of these daji. Don't b« Borprised at 
an; time, if jou eee me coming out with "The 
Schoolmistresa," or " The Old Gentleman Oppo- 
Bite." [Our schoolmistress and our old gentleman 
tliat sits opposite had left the table before I stud 
this.] I want mj glory for writing the same dis- 
counted now, on the spot, if yon please, I will 
wri(« when I get ready. How many people live 
on the reputation of the reputabon they might 
have made t 

1 saw you smiled when I spoke about the 

possibility of my being too dull to write a good 
story. 1 don't pretend to know what you meant 
by it, but I lake occasion to make a remark which 
may hereafter prove of value to some among you. 

— When one of os who ha« been led by native 
vanity or senseless flattery to think himself or her- 
self possessed of talent arrives at the full and final 
conclnsion that he or Ehe \s really dull, it is one 
of the moat tranquilliiing and blessed tonvictions 
that can enter a mortal's mind. All our failures, 
our short-comings, our strange disappointments 
in the effect of our efforts are lifted from our 
bruised shoulders, and ^1, like Christian's pack, 
at the feet of that Omnipotence which has seen fit 
to deny us (he pleasant gift of high intelligence, 

— with which one look may overflow xm in some 
wider sphere of being. 

How sweetly and honestly one said to me 
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the other day, " I h&te books I " A gentleman, 
— singnlarly tree from aflcilations, — nut learned, 
of course, but of perfect breeding, which is often 
M> much better than learning, — by no means 
dull, in the sense of knowledge of the world and 
society, but certainly not clever either in the arts 
or sciencea, — his company is pleasing to all who 
know him. I did not recognixe in him inleriority 
of literary taste h^f so dislinctlv as 1 did sim- 
plicity of character and fearless acknowledgment 
of his inaptitude for scholarship In feet, I think 
there are a great mam gentlemen and others, who 
read with a mark to keep their place that really 
*' hate books," but never bad the wit to find it 
out, or the manliness to own it [Entre nous, I 
always koA with a mark ] 

We get into a way of thinking as if what we 
cull an " intellectual man" was, as a matter of 
course, made up of nine tenths, or thereabouts, of 
book-learning, and one tenth himself. But even 
if he is actually bo compounded, he need not read 
much. Society is a strong solution of books. It 
draw:t the virtue out of what is best worth read- 
ing, as hot water draws the strength of tea- 
leai'CB. If I were a prince, I would hire or buy a 
private literary teapot, in which I would steep all 
the leaves of new books that promised well. The 
innision would do for me without the vegetable 
fibre. You understand me ; 1 would have a per- 
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son whose solo haziness should be to read Aay and 
nighl, and talk lo me whenever 1 wanted bim (o. 
I know (be man I would bave : a quick-wi(ti>d 
outspoken, incisive fellow ; knows histor}-, or at 
any rate bns a aliclf fult of books abont it, which 
he can use handily, and Ibe same of all useful arts 
and eciences ; knows all the common plots of 
pluja and novels, and the slock corapanj of char- 
Bctcrs that are continually coming on in new cos- 
tume ; can give you a. criticism of an octavo in an 
epithet and a wink, and you can depend on it ; 
cores for nobody except for the virtue there is in 
what he says ; delights in taking off big wigs and 
professional gowns, and in (he disembalming and 
unbandaging of all literary mummies. Yetheisas 
lender and reverential to all that bears ibe mark 
of genius, — that is, of a. new influx of truth or 
beauty, — as a nun oier her missal. In short, he 
is one of those men that know everything except 
how to make a living Him would I keep on the 
square next my own royal i.oniparlment on lile's 
chessboard. To him I would push up another 
pawn, in the shape of a comely ond wise young 
woman, whom he would of course take — to wife. 
For all contingencies I would liberally provide. 
In a word, I would, in the plebeian, but expressive 
phrase, " put him through " all the material part 
of life ; SCO him sheltered, wanned, M, button- 
mended, and all that. Just to lie able to lay on bis 
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talk when I liked, — with the privilet!;e of shutting 
itolf at will. 

A Clnt) is the next best thing to this, strung 
like a harp, with about a dozen ringing iutcliigen- 
ces, each answering to some chord of the macro- 
cosm. They do well to dine together once in a 
while. A dinncr-poTI; made up of sued elements 
is the last triamph of civilization over barbarism. 
Nature and art combine to charin the senses ; the 
equatorial zone of the system is soothed by well- 
studied arliiicea ; the faculties are off duty, and 
fall into their natural attitudes ; you see wisdom 
in slippers and science in a shore jackeL 

The whole course of conversation depends on 
how much you can take for granted. Vulgar 
chess-players have 10 play llicir game out ; nothing 
short of the brutality of an actual chcekraalc satis- 
fies their dull apprehensions. But look at two 
masters of that noble game I While stands well 
enough, so far as you can see; but Red says. 
Mate in six moves ; — White looks, — nods ; — 
the game is over. Just so in talking with (irst- 
raie men ; especially when Ihey are good-natnred 
and expansive, as ihcy are apt to be at table. 
That blessed clairvoyance whii'h sees into things 
without opening them, — that glorious license, 
which, having shut the door and driven the re- 
porter from its key-hole, calls upon Truth, majes- 
tic virgin ! to get off from her pedestal and drop 
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her ac&demic po9«s, aod take a feslive garland and 
the vacant place on the mfdiia ledia, — that car- 
niral-shower of questions and replies and com- 
ments, large axioms bowled over the mahc^an}^ 
like bombshells from professional mortars, and ex- 
plosive wit dropping its trains of many-colored 
tire, and the mischief-making rain of boa-boas 
pelting everyixid; Ibat shows himself, — the pict- 
ure of a traly intellectual banquet is one which 
the old Divinities might well have attempted to 
reproduce in their 

" Oh, oh, oh ! " cried the young fellow 

whom they call John, — " tJiat is from one of 
yoar lectures 1 " 

I know it, I replied, — I concede it, I confess 
it, I proclaim it. 



All lecturers, all professors, all schoolmasters, have 
ruts and grooves in their minds into which their 
conversation is pcrpetnally sliding. Did yon never, 
in riding through the woods of a still Jnne evening, 
suddenly feel that you had passed into a warm stra- 
tum of air, and in a minute or two strike the chill 
layer of atmosphere beyond? Did yoa never, in 
cleaving the green waters of the Back Bay, — 
where the Provincial blue-noses are in the habit 
of beating the "Metropolitan" boat-clubs, — find 
yourself In a tepid streak, a narrow, local gulf- 
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elream, a gratuitous warm-bath a little underdone, 
throogh whicb yoMt glistening shoulders gooD 
flashed, to bring yon back to the cold realities 
of fult-scn temperature > Just so, in Calking with 
any of the characterH above referred to, one not 
nnfrequonilj finds a sndden change in the style of 
the conversation. The lack-lustre eye, rayless as 
a Beacon Street door-plate in August, all at once 
fills with light; tlte face flings itself wide opeh like 
the chnrch-portals when the bride and bridegroom 
enter; the little man grows in stature beture your 
eyes, hke the small prisoner wiih hair on end, be- 
loved yet dreaded of early childhood; you were 
talking with a dwarf and an imbecile, — you have 
a giant and a irnmpct-tongued angel betbre you I 
Nothing but a streak out of a flfly-dollar lect- 
ure. As when, at some unlooked-for moment, 

the mighty fijun tain-column springs into the air be- 
fore the astonished passer-by, — silver-fooled, dia- 
mond-crowned, run bow-scarfed, — from the bosom 
of that fair sheet, sacred 10 the hymns of quiet 
batrachians at home, and the epigrams of a less 
amiable and less elevated order of re^Uia in other 
latitudes. 

Who was that person that was so abused 

Mme time since for saying that in the conflict of 
two races our sympathies naturally go with the 
higher! No matter who he was. Now look at 
what is going on in India, — a white, superior 
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"Caucasian" race, against a dark-skinned, iiili:rior, 
hut Btill " Caucasian " race, — and where are Eng- 
lish and American sympathies? Wo ran'C Etop 
to settle all the doubtful ques^ons ; all we know 
is, that the brute nature is sure to come out most 
strongly in the lower race, and it is the general lew 
that the human side of humanity should treat the 
brutal side as it does the same nature in the inferior 
animals, — tame it or crush it. The India mail 
brings stories of women and children outraged and 
murdered ; the ro_val stronghold is in the hands of 
the babe-killers, England Cakes down the Map of 
the World, which she has girdle<l with empire, and 
makes ft correction thus: Demh Dde. The civ- 
ilized world says. Amen. 

Do not think, because I talk to you of 

many subjeuts brjetiy, that I should nut Und it 
much laiiicr work to take each one of them and 
dilute it down Co an essay. Borrow some of my 
old college (hemes and water my remarks to suit 
yourselves, as the Houieric hefoes did with their 
isdas oinos, — that black, sweet, sirupy wine (?) 
which they used to alloy with three parts or mora 
of the flowing stream. [Could it have been raeiis- 
set, as Webster and his provincials spell it, — or 
Molossa'), as dear old smattering, chattering, would- 
be-Collcge-Fresident, Cotton Mather, has it in the 
" Magnalin " ? Ponder thereon, ye small antiqua- 
ries, who make barn-door-fowl flights of learning 
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in "Notes anil Queries!" — ye Ifowrical Societies, 
in one of whose vencrnble triromca I, too, ascend 
the stream of lime, while other hands tug st the 
OBTs! — JO Amines of parasitical literature, who 
pick up your grains of native^rown food witli a 
bodkin, having gorged upon less honest Itire, until, 
like the great minds Goethe speaks of, jou have 
"mode a Golgotha" of your pages! — ponder 
thereon I] 

Before you go, this morning, I want to 

read you a copy of verses. You will understand 
by the title tliat they are written in an ima^nary 
character. I don't doubt they will fit some family- 
man well enough. I send it forth as " Oak Uall " 
projects a coat, on a priori grounds of conviction 
that it will suit somebody. There is no loftier 
illustration of faith tlutn this. It believes that a 
soul has been clad in flesh ; that tender parents 
have fed and nurtured it; that its mysterious tom- 
pagea or frameivork has survived its myriad expo»- 
urcs and reached the stature of maturity; that the 
Man, now self-determining, has given in his adhe- 
sion to the traditions and habits of (he race in favor 
of artiHdal clothing; that he will, having all the 
world to choose from, select the very locality wiiero 
this audacious generalization has been acted upon. 
It builds a garment cut to the pattern of an Idea, 
and trnsts that Nature will model a material shape 
to fit it. There is a prophecy in every seam, and 
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,a pockets are full of inspiration. — Now hear the 

THE OLD MAN DREAMS. 

lot one boar of foalhrul jor ! 
I'd rather Lnugh a bTight-haired boj 

or iritb the irrlnkltct spoils ol sge ! 



GLven»«i8gLddj,«. 
0{ llie all lots snl ri 


dlDB di 


— My UtK-nlns angel 
AndmolyBn.iMDg, 

"HI hut touch thy «il 
Thy basty itlih batli 


•aid, 
ivered' 
Lsped. 


To bid lh« Ibudly w. 
TQfltidtbewlihfd-l 


mihy 
l»y. 

brday 
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— " And li there nothing ya unHld 

BcKn tbe chsoge Rppeua 1 
Remember, all their giru hare fled 



Why, je» ; [or memory would iwall 
I'll take — m/— girl — uid— boyat 



AihI 10 I linghed. — mj- IsughlCT m 
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^Ag^l AM so well pleased wiih my boarding- 

^^6 perhaps for jenrs. Of courae I shall 
have a great many conversations to re- 
port, and they will ncceasarily be of different tone 
and on dilTerent subjects. The talks are tike the 
breakfasts, — sometimes dipped lonst, and some- 
timcs dry. You must lake them as they come- 
How can I do what all theso letters ask nic to 1 
No. 1. wants Ecrious and earnest thought. No. 3. 
(letter smells of bad cigars) must have more jokes ; 
wants me to tell a " good storey " which he has 
ropicd out Ibr me. (I suppose two letters before 
the word " good " refer to some Doctor of Divinity 
who told the slory.) No. 3. (in female liandj — 
more poetry. No. 4. wants something that would 
be of use to a praelical man. {Prahdiral mahn 
he probably pronounces it.) No. 5. (gilt-edged, 
sweet-scented) — " more sentiment," — " heart's 

outpourings." 

My dear friends, one and all, t can do nothing 
but report such remarks as I hnppcn to have made 
luonr breakfast- table. Their character will depend 
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on many nccidentfl, — n good deal on the panicu- 
iar persons in the company to whom thoy verc 
addressed. It so happens that ihose which follow 
were mainly intended for the divinity-student and 
the Bchool-mistrass ; though othors, whom I need 
nol mention, saw lit to interfere, with more or less 
propriety, ia the conversation. This is one of my 
privileges as a talker ; and of course, if 1 was not 
talking for our whole company, I don't expect all 
the readers of this periodical to be interested in 
m; notes of what was said. Still, I Ihinic tber« 
may be a, tc-a that will rather like tiiis vein, — 
possibly prefer it to a livelier one, — serious young 
men and young women generally, in life's roseate 
parenthesis from years of age to in- 
clusive. 

Another privilege of talking is to misquote. — 
Of course it was n't Proserpina that actually cut 
the yellow hair, — but /ris. (As I have since told 
you) it was the former lady's regular business, but 
Dido had used lierself nngenleclly, and Madamo 
d'Enfer stood tinu on the point of etiquette. So 
the bathycolpian Here — Juno, in Latin — sent 
down Iris instead. But I was mightily pleased to 
sec that one of the gentlemen that do the heavy 
ardcles tbr the celebrated " Oceanic Miscellany " 
misquoted Campbell's line without any excuse. 
" Wnl^ lis hoiae the message " of course it ought to 
be. Will he be duly grateful for the correction ? | 
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The more we study the body and the minil. 

the more we find both W be governed, not bi/, but 
according to Intvs, such as we observe in the larger 
universe. — Yon think you know all about jealldng, 

— don't yoq, now? Well, liow do you suppose 
joot lower limbs are held lo your body ? They 
are sucked up by two cupping vessels, ("cotyloid" 

— cup-like — cavities,) and held there oe long as 
you live, and longer. At any rate, you think yoa 
move them backward and forward at such a rute 
as your will deCennines, don't you? On the con- 
trary, they swing jnst as any other pendulums 
swing, at a fixed rate, determined by their length. 
You can alter this by muscular power, as you can 
take hold of the pendulum of a clock and make it 
move faster or slower; but your ordinary gait is 
timed by the same mechanism as ihe movemenU 
of the solar system. 

[My friend, the Professor, told me all this, refer- 
ring me to certain German physiologists by the 
name of Weber for proof of the facts, which, how- 
ever, be said he had often verilied. J appropriated 
it to my own use ; what can one do better than 
this, when one has a friend that tells him anything 
worth remembering? 

The Professor seems to think that man and the 
general powers of the universe are in partnership. 
Some one was ssying that it had cost nearly half a 
million to move the Leviathan only so far as they 
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had got it alrendy. — Why, said the Professor, — 
tbe; might have hired an eakthquake for less 

Just aa we find a mathematical rule at the bot- 
tom of many of the bodily movements, just so 
thooghc may be supposed to have its regular cy- 
cles. Such or such a thought conies roand peri- 
odically, in its turn. Accidental suggestions, how- 
ever, so far interfere with the regular cycles, that 
we may find them praclically ticyond oar power 
of recognidoii. Take all this fbr what it is worth, 
but at any rate yon will agree that there are cer- 
tain particular thoughts that do not come up once 
a day, nor once a week, but that a year would 
hardly go round wilhont your having them pass 
through your mind. Here is one nliich comes np 
at intervals in this way. Some one speaks of it, 
and there is an instant and eager smile of assent 
in the listener or listeners. Yes, indeed ; they 
have often been struck by it. 

AH at once a coiwidioa JUuha through us t&it uw 
haoe been in the saim precise ctrcamalanca OM al tht 
present inttant, once or mang (I'met before. 

O dear, yes ! — said one of the company, — 
everybody has had Ihat feeling. 

The landlady did n't know anything about such 
noUons ; it was an idee In folks' heads, she expected. 

The schoolmistress said, in a hesitating sort of 
way, thai she knew the feeling well, and did n't like 
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to expcrieoce it; it mado her think she naaaghost, 

sometimca. 

The young fellow whom they call John said lie 
knew all about it; he had just lighted a cheroot 
the other day, when a tremondous conviction all at 
once uamc over him that he had done just that 
same thing ever so many times hefore. I looked 
severely at him, and his countenance imm-rfialclj 
fell — oa the side loward me; 1 cannot answer fur 
the other, for he can wink and laugh with either 
lialf of his face without the other halfs knowing it 

1 have noticed — I went on to say — the 

following circumatunccs connected with these snd. 
den impressions. First, that tlie condition which 
seems to be the duplicate of a former one is often 
very trivial, — one that might have presented itself 
a handrod times. Secondly, that the impression ii< 
very evanescent, and that it is rarely, if over, re- 
called by any voluntary effort, at least after any 
time has elapsed. Thirdly, that there is a disincli- 
nation to record the drcumstanccs, and a sense of 
incapacity to reproduce the stalfi of mind in words. 
Fourthly, I have often felt that the duplicate condi- 
tion had not only occurred once before, but that it 
was familiar and, as it seemed, habitual. Lastly, 
I have had the same convictions in my dreams. 

How do I account for it ? — Why, there are sev- 
eral ways that I can mention, and you may take 
your choice. Tlie first is that which the young 
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\Bi\y hinted at ; — ihat these flashes are sudden rcc- 
ollectiona of a previous existence. I don't believe 
that; fori remember a poor stndcnl I used to know 
told me he had such a eonvic^on uno day wlieii he 
was blacking his boots, and I can't ihint he liad 
ever lived in another world where iJiey use Day 
and Martin. 

Some think that Dr. Wigan's doctrine of the 
brain's being a double organ, its hemispheres work- 
ing together like the two eyes, oceounta for it. One 
of the hemispheres hangs Are, they suppose, and 
the small interval between the perceptions of the 
nimble and the sluggish half seems an indefinitely 
long period, and therefore the second perception 
appears l« be thceopy of another, ever so old. But 
even allowing the centre of perception to be double, 
I can see no good reason for supposing this indefi- 
nite lengthening of the ^me, nor any analogy that 
bears it out. It seems to me most likely that the 
coincidence of ctreumstances is very partial, but 
that we take this partial resemblance for identity, 
as we occasionally do resemblances of persons. A 
momentary posture of circumstances is so far like 
gome preceding one that wo accept it as exactly the 
same, just as we accost a stranger occasionally, 
mistaking him tor a friend. The apparent similar- 
ity may be owing periiaps, quite as much to the 
mental state at the time, as io the outward circum- 
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Here is another of these curiously recur- 
ring remarks. I have said it, and heard it many 
times, and occsBioniillj met with something lilie it 
in books, —somewhere in Baiwer'e novels, I think, 
and. in one of the works of Mr. Olmsted, I know. 
Memory, imaginatiim, old tentimads and aisociatioiu, 
are taore readSg readied through Ike sen»e 0/ sheli. 
than Ay almoit ara/ other lAannd. 

Of course the particular odors which act upon 
each person's susceptibilities difii^r. — O yes! I 
will Cell you some of mine. The smell of phoa- 
pAonu is one of them. Daring a year or two of 
adolescence 1 used to be dabbling in chemistry a 
good deal, and as about that time 1 had my little 
aspirations and passions like another, some of these 
things got mixed up with each other : orange-col- 
ored fumes of nitroos acid, and visions as bright 
and transient; reddening litmus-paper, and blnsh- 
ing cheeks ; — (Aea I 

" Soln occMere et redlre poBSunt," 

but there is no reagent that will redden the faded 

roses of eighteen hundred and spare them! 

But, as I was saying, phosphorus fires this train 
of associations in an instant; its luminous vapors 
with their penetrating odor throw me into a trance ; 
it comes to me in a double sense " trailing clouds of 
glory." Only the confounded Vienna matches, ohne 
pho^^r-gerueti, have worn my sensibilities a little. 
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Then there is the marigold. When I was of 
Bmalleat dimensions, a.nd wont in ride impacted 
between Che kneee of fond parental piur, we would 
sometiraes cross tlie bridge to the nent village-town 
and stop opposite a low, brown, " gambrcl-roofed " 
cottage. Out of it would i.'ome one Sally, sister or 
its swarthy tenant, swarthy herself, shadj-tipped. 
Bad-voiced, and, hending over her flower-bed, would 
gather a " posy," as she called it, fbr the little boy. 
Sally lies in the chotchyard with a slab of blue 
slate at her head, lichen -crusted, and leaning a little 
within the last few years. Cottage, garden-beds, 
posies, grenadier-like rowi of seedling onionj, — 
stateliest of vegetables, — all are gone, but the 
breath of a marigold brings (hem all bock to me. 
Perhaps the herb evaiailing, the fragrant imiHor- 
te& of our autumn fields, has the most suggestive 
odor to me of all those that set me dreaming. I 
can hardly describe the strange thoughts and emo- 
tions that come to me as I inhale the aroma of its 
pale, dry, rustling flowers. A something it has 
of sepulchral spicery, as if it had been brought 
from the core of some great pyramid, where it 
had lain on the breast of a mummied Pharaoh. 
Something, too, of immortality in (he sad, faint 
sweetness lingering so long in its lifeless petals. 
Yet this does not tell why it fills my eyes with 
tears and carries me in blissful thoaght to the 
banks of asphulel that border the River of Life. 



MGootjl>J 



90 THE AUTOCRAT 

J should not have talked so inuoh about 

these personal susceptibilities, if I had not a re- 
mark tu mako aixxit tliom which I believe is a new 
one. It is this. There may be a phynical reason 
for the strange connection between the sense of 
smell and the minil. The olfactorj nerve — no 
my friend, the Professor, icils mo — is the only 
one directly connected with the hemispheres of tlic 
brain, the parts in which, as we have every reason 
to believe, the intellectual procCEses are performed. 
To spoak more truly, the olfactory '■ nerve " is not 
a nerve at all, he soys, but a part of the brain, 
in intimate connection wiih its anteiior lobes. 
Whetlicr this anatomical arrangement is at the 
bottom of the bets 1 have mentioned, I will not 
decide, but it is curious enough to be worth re- 
membering. Contrast the sense of luate, as a source 
of suggestive impressions, with that of smell. Now 
the Professor assures mo that you will find the 
nerve of taste has no immediate connection witli 
the brain proper, but only with the prolongation 
of the spinal cord. 

[The old gentleman opposite did not pay mncli 
attention, I think, to this hypothesis of mine. But 
while I was speaking about the sense of smell he 
nestled about in his seat, and presently succeeded 
in getting out a large red bandanna handkerchief. 
Then Ite lurched a little to the other side, and after 
much tribulation at last extricalud an ample round 
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sniitf box. I looked ai he opened it sud felt fur the 
wonted pugil. Moist rappee, and a Tonka-bean 
lyLng tLorein. I made the inanunl sign understood 
of all mankind tliut nse Cho precious dust, and pres- 
ently mv brain, too, responded to the long unused 

stimulus. O boys, — that were, — actual papas 

and possible grandpapas, — some of yon with 
crowjis like billiard-balls, — some in locks of sa- 
ble silvered, and some of silver gabled, — do you 
remember, as yoa doze over tliis, those afler-dinners 
at the Trois Frfiroa, when the Scotch-pl aided snnff- 
box went round, anil [he dry Lundy-Fool tiokled 
its way along into our happy sensorial Then it 
was that the Chambertin or the Clos Vouf!;eot camo 
in. slumbering in M straw cradle. And one among 
you, — do you remember how he would have a bit 
of ice always in his Burgundy, and sit (inkling it 
against the eides of the babble-like glans, saying 
that he was hearing the cow-bells as he used to 
hear them, when the deep-broathing kine came 
homo at twilight from the huckleberry pasture, 
in the old home a thousand leagues towards the 



Ah me ! what strains and strophes of ui 
verse pulsate through my soul when I open a cer- 
tain closet in the ancient bouse where I was bom ! 
On its shelves used to lie bundles 'of sweet-mar. 
jorara and pennyroyal and Javendcrand mint and 
catnip ; there apples were stored until their seeds 
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should grow black, which happy period there were 
sharp little milk-teeth always ready to aniitipate; 
there peachea lay in the dark, thinking of the sun- 
shine they had lost, until, like the hearts of saints 
that dream of heaven in their sorrow, they grew 
fragrant as the breath of angels. The odorona 
echo of a score of dead sarainera lingers yet in 
those dim recesses. 

Do I rcmeinbcr Byron's line aboat "strik- 
ing the electric chain"? — To be sure I do. 1 
sometimes think the less the bint that stirs the 
automatic machinery of association, the more easily 
tills moves us. What can be more trivial than that 
old story of opening the folio Shakespeare that 
used to lie in some ancient English hall and find- 
ing the flakes of Christmas pastry between its 
leaves, shut up in them perhaps a hundred years 
ago t And, lo ! as one looks on these poor relics 
of a bygone generation, the universe changes in the 
twinkling of an eye ; old George the Second is hack 
again, and the elder Pitt is coming into power, and 
General Wolle is a line, promising young man, and 
over the Channel they are pulling the Sieur Da- 
micns to pieces with wild horses, and across the 
Atlantic (he Indians are tomahawking Hirams and 
Jonathans and Janases at Fort William Henry ; all 
the dead people who have been in the dust so long 
— even to the stout-armed cook that made thepaa- 
try — are alive again; the planet unwinds a hnn- 
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dred of its laminoas coits, and the precession of 
the equinoxes is retraced oa the dial af heaven I 
And all this for a. bit of pie-crust 1 

1 will thank you for that pie, — said the 

proroking jonng fellow whom I have named re- 
peatedly. He looked at it (c>r a moment, and pat 
his bands to his cjea aa if moved. — I was think- 
ing, — he said indiaiinctly 

Hovi"! What ia't' — sud our landlady. 

1 was thinking, — said he, — who was king 

of England when this old pie was tmked, — and it 
made me feel bad tu think how long he must have 
been dead. 

[Our landlady is a decent body, poor, ^nil a 
•widow, of course ; «& va sans dire. She lold me 
her story once; it was as if a grain of com that hod 
been ground and bolted hod tried to individualize 
itself by a special narrative. There was the woo- 
ing and the wedding, — the start in life, — the dis- 
appointment, — ^ children she had buried, — the 
struggle against fate, — tbedismanlljng of life, first 
of its small luxuries, and then of its comforts, — 
the broken spirits, — the altered character of the 
one on whom she Icaued, — and at last the death 
that came and drew the black curtain between her 
axiA all her earthly hopes. 

I never laughed at m^ lanitlady after she had 
told me her siory, but I often cried, — not those 
pattering tears that run olT the caves upon our 
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leighbors' grounds, the atiltkidium of seK-con- 



nt, but those which steal noiseleealy 
through their conduits until Ehey teach the cis- 
terns ly'mg round about the henrt; those tears 
that yiB weep inwardly with unchanging features; 
— such I did shed for her often when the imps of 
the boarding-house Inferno tpgged at her eouI with 
their red'hot pinecrs.J 

Young man, — I said, — the pasty jou speak 
lighlJy of is not old, but courtesy to those who 
labor to sene us, especially if they are of the 
weaker sex, ia very old, and yet well worth re- 
taining. May I recommend to yon the following 
caution, as a guide, whenever you arc dealing 
with a woman, or an artist, or a poet, — if yon are 
handling an editor or politician, it is superfluous 
advice. 1 take it ftoxa the back of one of those 
little French toys which contain pasteboard fig. 
ures moved by a small rDiiiiing stream of fine 
sand ; Benjamin Franklin will translate it for 
you ; " Qiioigii'dle aoU Ires soiidanent laonl/e, it Jaia 
ne pas bhutalisbb la inaxhine." — I will thank 
you for the pie, if you please. 

[I took more of it than was good for me, — as 
much as 85°, I should think. — and had an indi- 
gestion in consequence. While I was snlfering 
from it, I wrote some sadly desponding poems, 
and a theological essay which took a very melan- 
choly view of creation. When I gut bethn- I 
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labelled tbem all " Fie-crust," and lud them by 
as scarecrows and solemn warnings. I have a 
number of books on mj shelves Ihat I sbould 
like 10 label with some such title ; but, as ihey 
have great names on their tille^pages, — Doctors 
of Divinity, some of them, — il woald n't do.] 

My friend, the Professor, whom I have 

mentioned to you once or twice, told me yester- 
day that somebody had been abusing him in some 
of the joumala of bis calling. I told him that I 
didn't douhc he desen'ed it; thai I hoped he did 
deserve a little abnse occasionally, and would for 
a namber of years to come ; that nobody could do 
anything 10 make bis neighbors wiser or better 
without being liable to abase fbr it; especially 
that people hated 10 bave their -little mistakes 
made fun of, and perhaps he had been doing 
something of the kind. — The Professor smiled. — 
Now, said I, tiear what I am going to say. It 
will not take many years 10 bring you to the 
period of life when men, at least the majority of 
writing and talking men, do ncithing but praise. 
Men, like peaches and pears, grow sweet a little 
while before they begin to decay. I don't know 
what it ia, — whether n spontaneous change, men- 
tal or bodily, or whether it is iboroagh experience 
of the thanklessness of critical honesty, — but it is 
a iact, that most writers, except aonr and nnsuc- 
cessful ones, get tired of finding fault at about the 
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time when they nre beginning to grow old. A; a 
general tiling, I wouM not give a great deal for 
the fair words of a critic, if he is himself an author, 
over fifty years of age. At thirty we arc all try- 
ing to cut our niunes tn big letteru upon the walls 
of this tenement of life; twenty years later we 
have carved it, or shut up our jackknivea. Thi-n 
we are ready to help others, and care less to hin- 
der any, because uoliody's elbows are in onr way. 
So I am glad you have a tittle life left; you will 
be satcharine enough in a fi:w yearB. 

Some of the Koftening efietls of advancing 

age have slruck tne very much in what I have 
licnrd or seen here and elsewhere. I just now 
spoke of the sweetening proeess that authors un- 
dergo. Do you know that in the gradual passage 
from maturity to helplessness the harshest clisr- 
aclers sometimes have a period in which they are 
gentle and placid as young children? I have 
heard it said, but I cannot be sponsor for its truth, 
that the famous chieftain, Lochiel, was rocked in 
a cradle like a baby, in his old age. An old roan, 
whose studies had been c>f the severest scholastic 
kind, used to love lo bear little nursery-stories 
read over and over to him. One who saw the 
Duke of Wellington in his last years describes 
him as very gentle in his aspect and demeanor. I 
remember a person of singularly stem ajid lofty 
bearing who became I'umarkably gracious and 
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easy in all his ways in the later period of his 
Lie. 

And that leads me to say Chat men often re- 
mind me or pea» in tfaeir way of coming lo matu- 
rity. Some are ripe at twenty, like human Jar- 
gonelles, and must lie made the most of, for their 
day is soon over. Some come into their perifect 
condition late, like ibe autumn kinds, and they 
last better than the summer fruit. And some, 
that, like Che Winter-Nelis, have been hard anil 
uninviting until nil tlie rest have had their season, 
get their glow and perfume long after tlw frost 
and snow have done their worst with the orchards. 
Beware of rash critieisms ; tlie rough and stringent 
fruit you condemn may he an autumn or a winter 
pear, and that which you picked up beneath tlic 
same bough in August may have been only it» 
worm«a[fn windfalls. Milton was a Saint-Ger- 
main with a graft of the roseate Early-Catherine. 
Rich, juicy, lively, fragrant, russet-skinned old 
Chauecr was an Easter-Be urre' ; the buds of a 
new summer were swelling when he ripened. 

There is no power I envy so moch — said 

the divinity-student — as that of seeing analogies 
and making coinparisons. I don't understand how 
it in that some minds are continually coupling 
thoughts or objects Chat seem not in the least re- 
lated to each other, until all at once they ore put 
in a ecruun light, and you wonder that you did 
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not alvrafs see that the/ were aa like as a p^r of 

twins. It appears lo me a sort of miraculous gifL 

[He is rather a nice young man, and 1 Ihink has 
an appreciation of the higher mental quaiitien re^ 
markable for one of his years and tiliiniiig. I try 
his head occasionally as housewives try eggs, — 
give it an intellectual shake and hold it np to the 
light, so to speak, lo see if it has life in it, actual 
or potential, or only contains lifeless albumen,] 

You call it miraculoui, — I replied, — tossing the 
expression with my facial eminence, a little smartly, 
I fear. — Two men are walking by the polyphltes- 
bcean ocean, one of them having a small tin cap 
with which he can scoop op a gill of sen-water 
when he will, and the other nothing but his linnds, 
which will hardly hold water at all, — and you 
call the tin cup a miraculous possession I It is 
the ocean that is the miracle, my infant apostlel 
Nothing is clearer than that all things are in all 
things, and that just according^ to the intensity 
and extension of our mental bdng we shall see the 
many in the one and the one in the many. Did 
Sir Isaac think what he was saying when he made 
his speech about the ocean, — the child and tlie 
pebbles, you know i Did he mean to speak slight- 
ingly of a pebble '' Of a spherical solid which stood 
sentinel over its compartment of space before the 
stone that became the pyramids had grown solid, 
and has watched it until now ! A body which 



MGoOtjl>J 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 99 
knows all the cairenCs of fbrce thu traverse the 
globe; which holds by invisihie threads to the ring 
of Saturn and the belt of Orion I A bod/ from 
the contemplation of which an archangel could in- 
fer the entire iaorganic universe ■« Ihe simplest of 
cowUarieal A throne of the all-pervading Deity, 
who has guided its every atom since the rosary of 
heaven was strung with beaded xtnrs I 

So, — to return to our walk by the ocean, — if 
nil Chat poetry has dreamed, all tlial insanity had 
raved, all that maddening narcotics have driven 
through the brains of men, or smothered passion 
nursed in the fancies of women, — if the dreams 
of colleges and convents and boarding-schools, — 
if every human feeling that sighs, or smiles, or 
corses, or shrieks, or groans, should bring all their 
innumerable images, such as come with every hur- 
ried heart-beat, — the epic which held them all, 
tiiough its letters filled the zodiac, would be but a 
cupful from the infinite ocean of similitudes and 
analogies that rolls through the universe. 

[The divinity-student honored himself by the 
way in which he received this. He did not swal- 
low it at once, neither did he reject it ; but he look 
it as a pickerel lakes the bait, and carried it off 
with him to his hole (in the fourth story) to deal 
with at his leisure.] 

Here ia another remark made for his espe- 
cial benefii. — There is a natural tendency in many 
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persons to rnn their adjectives together in triads, as\ 
liave heard them called, — tlius : He was honornble, 
I'OiirCeuus, aod brave ; she was graceful, pleasing, 
nnd virtuous. Dr. Johnson is bmous fur this; I 
think it was Bulwer who said you could separate a 
paper in the " Katnblcr " into three distinct essays. 
Many of onr writers show the same tendency, — 
my friend, the ProfcEiBor, especially. Some think 
it is in bumble imitation of Johnson, — some that 
it is for the sake of the stalely sonnd only. I 
don't think they get (o the bottom of it. It is, 1 saa- 
7>ect, an inatinctire and invulnntary efiurt of the 
mind to prcrent a thought or image with the Ihne 
diinemioBs that belong to every solid, — an nncon- 
Bcious handling of an idea as if it had lengtli, 
breadth, and thickness. It is & great deal easier 
to say this than to prove it, and a gi'eat deal easier 
to dispute it than to disprove it. But mind this : 
the more wo observe and study, the wider we find 
ihc range of the automatic and instinctive princi- 
ples in body, mind, and morals, e 
the limits of the self^letermining ci 

1 have often seen piano-forte players and 

singers make such strange motions over their in- 
struments or song-books that I wanted to laugh at 
them. " Wiicre did our friends pick np all these 
tine ecstatic airs ? " I would say to myself. Then 
1 would remember My Lady in '• Marriage ii la 
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Mode," and amuse tnjself with thinking how 
afitelatiuQ waa ilie same thing in Hogarth's time 
and in onr own. But one da/ I bought me a 
Cannry-bini and hung him up in a cage at my 
window. By and by he found himself at home, 
and tieganlo pipe his little tunes; and there he whs, 
sure enough, swiramtng and waring about, with 
all the droopings and liftings and languishing sido- 
turnings of the head that I had laughed at. And 
now I should like to ask, Wao taught him all 
this f — and mc, through him, that the foolish head 
was not [he one swinging itself trom side to side 
and bowing and nodding over the music, but that 
other which was passing its shallow and setf-satis- 
jied judgment on a creature made of liner clay than 
Ihc frame which.carried that same head apon its 
shoulders 1 

Do yon want an image of the human will, 

or the self-delermiiiing principle, as compared with 
its prearranged and impnsrable restrictions? A 
drop of water, imprisoned in a crystal ; yon may 
see such a one in any mineratogical collection- 
One lillle flnid particle in the crystalline priatn of 
the solid universe I 

Weaken moral obligations f — No, not 

weaken, but deRnc them. When I preach that 
sermon I spoke of the other day, I shall have to 
lay down some principles not fully recognized in 
SOUK of your textbooks. 
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I should have to tH^u wiih one most formi- 
dable preliminary. Yoa saw an article the other 
da; in one of the joumola, perhaps, in which 
some old Doctor or other ssJil quietly that pa- 
tients were very apt to be look and cowards. But 
a great many of the clergyman's palicnis are not 
only fuots and cowards, hut altio liars. 

[Immense sensation at the (able. — Sudden re- 
tirement of the angular female in oxidated bom- 
Iwizine, Movement of adhesion — as they aay in 
the Chamber of Deputies — on the part of tlie 
young fallow they call John. Falling of the old- 
gentleman -opposite's lower jaw — (gravitation is 
beginning (o get the better of him.) Onr land- 
lady to Benjamin Franklin, briskly, — Go to 
school right off, there's a good boy! School- 
mistress curious, — takes a quick glance at di- 
vinity-student. Divinity-student slightly flushed 
draws his shonlders back a little, as if a big false- 
hood — or truth — had hit him in the Ibrehead. 
Myself calm.] 

I should not make such a speech as that, 

jou know, without having pretty substantial iu- 
dorsers to fall back upon, in case my credit shonid 
be disputed. Will you run up stairs, Benjamin 
Franklin, (for B. F. bad not gone right off, of 
course,) and bring down a small volume from the 
left upper corner of the right-hand shelves ? 

[Look at the precious liltic black, ribbed-backed, 
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cleon-tTped, rellam-papered 32ido. "Dkiidbbii 
Ebasmi Colloquia. Amsielodami Typis Ln- 
(lovici Elzevirii. I6S0." Vxrious names nritlen 
on title-page. Most conspicuous this ' Gui. Cooko- 
Bon E. Coll. Omn- Anini. 1725. Oxon. 

O William Cookeson, of All-Souls College, 

Oxford, — then writing as I now write, — now in 
the dust, where I shall lie, — is this line all that 
remains to thee of earthly remembrance t Thy 
nniue is at least once more spoken by living men ; 

— is it a pleasure to thee ? Thou shall share 
with me my lilite draught of immortality, — its 
week, its month, its year, — whaCeVer it may be, 

— and then we will go tt^ther into Che solemn 
archives of Oblivion's Uncatalogued Library !] 

If you think 1 have osed rather strong 

language, I shall have to read something to yoo 
out of the book of this keen and witty scholar, — 
the great Erasmus, — who " laid the egg of the 
Reformation which Luther hatched." O, yon 
never read his NaHftagiam, at " Shipwreck," did 
you! Of course not; for, if you had, 1 don'l 
think you would have given me credit — or dis- 
credit — for entire originality in that speech of 
mine. That men are cowards in the contempla- 
tion of futurity he illnstrates by the extraordinary 
antics of many on hoard the sinking vessel ; that 
they are fools, by their praying (o the sea, and 
making promises to bits of wood from the true 
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cross, Hiid all manner of sim 
the; are fools, cowanis, and tiars all M onc«, by 
this story ; I will put it into rough English for 
you, — "I could n't help laiijrhing to hear one fel- 
low bawling one, so that he might he Kiire to he 
heard, a promise to St. Christopher of Paris — the 
monstrous statue in the preal chnrch there — that 
he would give him a wax taper as big as himself. 
' Mind what yoo promise ! ' said an acquaintance 
that stood near him, poking him with his elbow ; 
'you couldn't pay for it, if joa sold all jour 
things at aiicMon.' 'Hold your tongue, yon don- 
key I' said the fellow, — but softly, so that Saint 
Christopher should not hear him, — 'do you think 
I'm in earnest! If I once get my foot on dry 
ground, catch me giving him so much as a tallow 
candle I ' " 

Now, therefore, remembering that those who 
hare been loudest in thmr talk about tlie great 
subject of which we were speaking have not neces- 
sarily been wise, brave, and true men, but, on the 
contrary, have very often been wanting in one or 
two or all of the qualities these words imply, I 
shonid expect to And a good many doctrines cnr- 
rent in the schools which I should be obliged (o 
call foolish, cowardly, and false. 

So you would abuse other people's beliefs, 

air, and yet not tell us your own creed! — said 
the divinity-student, coloring up with a spirit for 
which I liked him all the better. 
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I hnve a creed, — 1 replied ; — none better, 

anrt Qono shorter. It ia lold in two words, — the 
(wo first of the Pntcmoster. And when I say 
these words I mean them. And when I compared 
the human will to a drop in a crystal, and said I 
meant to defiite moral obligations, and not weaken 
thera, this was what I intended to express : that 
the fluent, self-determining power of human beings 
ia a tery strictly limited agvncy in the universe. 
The chief planes of its enclosing solid are, of 
conrse, organization, education, condition. Or- 
ganization may reduce the power of the will to 
nothing, as in some idiots ; and from this zero the 
scale monnla upwards by slight gradations. Edu- 
cation ia only second to nature. Imagine all [he 
infants born this jear in Boston and Timbactoo 
to change places I Condition does less, but " Give 
me neither poi-erty nor riches " was the prayer 
of Agar, and with good reason. If there ia any 
improvement in modem theology, it is in getting 
out of the region of pare abstractions and taking 
these every-day working forces into account. The 
great theological question now heaving and throb- 
bing in the minds of Christian nten is this : 

No, I won't talk about Iheae things now. My 
remarks might be repeated, and it ivould give my 
friends pun to see with what personal incivilities 
I should be visiteil. Besides, what business has a 
mere boarder to be talking about such things at a 
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breaklast-table ! Let him make puns. To be 
sure, he was brought up aiuung the Cbristian 
fathers, and learned his alphabet out of a quano 
" Concilium Tridentinnm." He has also beard 
many thousand theological lectures bj men of 
various denominations; and it is not at all to 
the credit of these teachers, if he is nut fit by 
tliis time to express an opinion on iheulogical 
mutters. 

I know well enough that there are some of joa 
who had a great deal rather see nie stund on mj 
head than use it for any purpose of thought. Does 
not my friend, the Professor, receive at least two 

letters a week, requesting him to 

, — on the strength of some youthful antic 

of his, which, no doubt, authorizes the intelligent 
constituency of autograph-hunters to address bim 
as a harlequin ? 

Well, I can't be savage with you for want- 
ing to laugh, and I like to make you laugh, well 
enough, when I can. But then observe this : if the 
sense of the ridiculous is one side of an impressible 
nature, it is very well ; but if that is all there is in 
a man, he had better have been an ape at once, and 
so have stood at the head of his profession. Laugh- 
ter and tears are meant to turn the wheels of the 
same machinery of sensibility ; one is wind-power, 
and the other water-power; that is all. I have 
often heard the Professor talk about hysterics as 
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being Nature's cleverest illustrnlion of (he recipro- 
col convertibility of Ihe two sdUes of which theiie 
arts are the manifestations; bat jou may see tC 
every day in children ; and if you want tn choke 
with stifled tear? at si^'ht of the transitinn, as it 
shows itself in older years, go and see Mr. Blake 
play Jem Emal. 

It ia a ver}- dangerous thing for a literary man 
to indntge his love (brtheridicnlons. People laugh 
aUk him just so long as he amuses them ; but if be 
attempts to be serious, they must still have their 
langh, and so they laugh at him. There is in addi- 
tion, however, a deeper nwson for ibis than would 
at tirsi appear. Do you know that you feel a lit- 
tle superior to every man who makes you laugh, 
whether by making faces or verses 1 Are yon aware 
that you have a plea-sant sense of patronizing him, 
when you condescend so far as to let him turn 
somersets, literal or literary, for your royal de- 
light? Now if a man can only bo allowed to stand 
on It dais, or raised platform, and look down on 
his neighbor who is exerting his talent for htm, O 
it is all right! — tirst-rate performance! — and all 
the rest of the line phrases. Bnt if all at once the 
performer asks the gentleman to come upon the 
floor, and, stepping upon the platform, begins 10 
talk down at him, — ah, that wasn't in the pro- 
gramme I 
I have never forgotten what happened when Syd- 
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ney Smith — who, as everybody knows, was an 
e:iceeilingly sensible man, and a jpintlcman, every 
inch of him — ventured to prea:-li a aornion on the 
Duties of Royalty. The '■ Quarterly," " so sav- 
age and tartarty," came down upon him in the 
most contemptuous style, as " a joker of jokes," a 
" diner-out of the first water," in one of his own 
phrases ; sneering at him, insntling him, as noth- 
ing but a toady of a court, sneaking behind tho 
anonymous, would ever have been mean enongh (o 
do to a man of his position and genius, or lo any 
di^ent person even. — If I were giving advice to a 
;onng fellow of tiilcnt, with two or three facets to 
his mind, I would tell Mm by all means lo keep 
his wit in the )>nckground until aAcr he had made 
a reputation by his more solid qualities. And so 
(o an actor : Hatalet iirst, and Bab Logic afterwards, 
if yOQ like ; but don't think, as they say poor Lis- 
ton used to, Uiat people will be ready to allow that 
yon can do anything great with MadnUh's dagger 
after flourishing about with Paul Ply's umbrella. 
Do you know, too, that the majority of men look 
upon all who challenge their attention, — for a 
while, at least. — as be;^ars, and nuisances! They 
always try lo get olT as cheaply as they can ; and 
the cheapest of all things they can give a literary 
man — pardon the forlorn pleasantry! — is ihe 
Jiamg-bone. That is alt very well so far as it goes, 
hut aatisties no man, and makes a good many an- 
gry, as I tuld you on a former occasion. 
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0. indeed, no I — I am not ashamed to 

make you laugh, occasionally, I think I could 
read yoa something I have in my desk which would 
■ probahlj make yon smile. Perhaps I will read it 
one of these days, if you ore paiicni with me when 
lamsentimental andrefleelive; notjostnow. The 
ludicrous has its place in Che universe; it is not a 
human invention, but one of the Divine ideas, illus- 
trated in the practical jokes of kittens and monkeys 
long before Aristophanos or Shakespeare. How 
curiooa it is that we always consider solemnity 
and tlic absence of all gay surprises and encuuntcr 
of wits as essential to the idea of the future life of 
those whom we thus deprive of hnlf their faculties 
and then call bkaied ! There are not a few who, 
even in this life, seem to be preparing themselves 
for that smileless eternity to which they look for- 
ward, by banishing all gayety from their hearts 
and all joyouaneaa from their counienancea. I 
meet one such in ihe street not unfrequently, a 
person of intelligence and education, but who j^ives 
me (and all that he passes) such a rayless and 
chilling look of recognition, — something as if he 
were one of Heaven's assessors, come down 10 
" doom " every acquaintance he mec, — that I have 
sometimes b^un to sneeze on the spot, and gone 
home with a violent cold, dating from that instant. 
I don't doubt he would cut his kitlcn's (ail off, if 
he caught her playing with it. Please tell me, who 
lauglit her to play with 'At 
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No, no ! — give me a chance » talk to you, my 
fellow-boarders, and jou need not he oTraid that I 
shall have any scruples about entertaining you, if 
I can do it, as well as giving you some of my sa- 
riooii thoughts, and perhaps my sftdder fancies. I 
know nothing in English or any other literature 
more admirable than that sentiment of Sir Thomas 
Browne : " Eteri man trclt lives, so long xa 



I lind the great thing in this world is. not lo 
much where we stand, as in what direction wc are 
moving. To reach the port of heaven, we must 
loil sometimes with the wind and sometimes against 
it, —bat we must sail, and not drift, nor lie at an- 
chor. There ia one very sad thing in old friend- 
ships, to every mind that is really moving onward. 
It is this : that one cannot help using bis early 
friends as the seaman niieB the log. lo mark his 
pn^rcss. Every now and then we throw an old 
schoolmate over Ihe stem with a string of thought 
tied to him, and look — I am afraid with a kind 
of luxurious and sanctimonious compassion — lo 
see the rale at which ihe string reels off, while he 
lies there bobbing up and down, poor fellow I and 
we are dashing along with the white foam and 
bright sparkle at our bows ; — the ml&ed bosom 
of prosperity and progress, with a sprig of din- 
monds stuck in it! But this ia only the senti- 
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mental side of the mfttlcr; for grow we must, if we 
outgrow all that we love. 

Don't misunderstand that metaphor of heaving 
the htg, I bo;; you. It is merely a smart waj of 
saying that we cannot avoid measuring our rate of 
movement by those with whoui we have long been 
in the hi^it of comparing ourselves ; and when thef 
once become stationary, we can get our reckoning 
from them with painful accuracy. Wo see just 
what we were when tliey were our poors, and can 
strike the balance between that and wiiatcver we 
may feel ourselves to be now. No doubt we may 
sometimes lie mistaten. If we change out last 
simile to that very old and familiar one of a fleet 
leaving the harbor and sailing iu company for some 
distant region, we can get what wc want out of it- 
There la one of our companions ; — her streamers 
were torn into rags before she had got into die 
open sea, then by and by her sails blew out of the 
ropea one after another, the waves swept her deck, 
and as night came on we left her a seeming wreck, 
as we Bew under our pyramid of eanvas. But la I 
at dawQshe is still in sight, — it may be in advance 
of us. Some deep occan-cnrrent has been moving 
her on, strong, but silent, — yes, stronger than 
these noisy winds that puff our sails until thuy are 
swollen as the checks of jubilant ehcrubim. And 
when at last the black steam-tug with the skeleton 
arms, which comes out of the mist sooner or later 
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and uteti ub all id tow, grapples her and goes off 
panting and groaning with her, it is to (hat harbor 
where all wrecks are reHlled, and where, alas! we, 
towering in our pride, may never come. 

So jou will not think I mean to xpeak iightlj of 
old friendHbips, because we cannot help institnting 
comparisons between our present and tbrmer selves 
by the aid of those who were what we were, but 
are not what we are. Nothing strikes one more, 
in the race of life, than to see how many give 
out in the first half of the course. " Commence' 
ment day " always reminds me of the start for the 
" Derby," when the beautiful high-bred three-year 
oldB of the season are brought up for trial. That 
day is the start, and life is the race. Here we are 
at Cambridge, and a class is just "graduating." 
Poor Harry ! he was Co have been there too, but he 
bos paid forfeit : step out here into the grass back 
of tbe charch ; ah I there it ie : — 



But this is the start, and here they are, — coats 
bright as silk, and manes as smooth as tan ItatroU 
can make them. Some of the best of tbe colts are 
pranced ronnd, a few minutes each, to show their 
paces. What is that old gentleman crying eboal? 
and the old lady by him, and the three girls, what 
aie they all covering their eyes for ? 0, that is 
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(ieiV colt which haa just been trotted np on the 
glage. Do they resJIy think thoee little thin li^ 
can do nnything in such a slashing sweepstakes aa 
is coming off in the^ next forty years? O, this 
terrible gift of second-sight that comes to some of 
us when we begin to took through the silvered 
ria;^ of the areas teaUis! 

Ten years gone. First turn in the race. A few 
broken down ; two or three bolted. Several show 
in advance of the ruck. Caasod:, a black coll, 
seems to be ahead of the rest ; those black colts 
commonly get the start, I have noticed, of the 
others, in the first quarter. Meteor has pulled np. 

Twentg ^ears. Second comer turned, t'ossoct 
has dropped from the front, and Judex, an iron- 
gray, ha» the lead. Bat look I how they have thin' 
ncdoutl Down flat, — five, — six, — howmany? 
Tbey lie still enongh I they will not get up again 
in this race, be very sure I And the rest of them, 
what a " tiling off" I Anybody can see who is 
going to win, — perhaps. 

Tlurtg gears. Third comer turned. Dtues, bright 
sorrel, ridden by the feliow in a yellow jacket, be- 
gins to make play fast ; is getting to be the favorite 
with many. But who is that other one that has 
been lengthening his stride trom the first, and now 
shows close up to the front ? Don't you remember 
the quiet brown colt Aneroid, witli the star in his 
forehead 1 That is he ; he is one of the sort that 
S 
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lasts ; look ont lor him ! The black " colt," as we 
nsvA to call him, is in the background, taking it 
easily in a gentle trot. There is one they used to 
call the Filli/, on account of a certain remintne tar 
he had; well up, you see; the Filly ia not to be 
despised, my boy I 

Foiiif years. More dropping off, — but places 
much as befoic. 

Fijt^ yean. Race over. All that are on tlie 
course are coming in at a walk ; no more running. 
Who is ahead? Ahead? What! and the win- 
ning-post a slab of white or gray stone standing 
out from that turf where there is no more jockey- 
ing or straining for victory! Well, the world 
marks their places in its belting-book ; but be 
snrc that these matter very little, if they have run 
as well as they knew how! 

Did I not say to yon a little while ago 

that the univer^ swam in an ocean of similitudes 
and analogies? I will not quote Cowley, or 
Burns, or Wordsworth, just now, to show yon 
what thoughts were suggested to them by the 
simplest natural objects, such as a flower or a 
leaf; but J will read yoit a. few lines, if you do 
not object, suggested by looking at a section of 
one of those chambered shells to which is given 
the name of Pearly Nautilus, We need not 
trouble ourselves aboat the distinction between 
this and the Paper Nautilus, the Argonauta of tliu 
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ancients. The name applied to both flhows that 
each has long been compared (o a ship, as yon 
may see more fully in Webster's Dictionary, or 
the " Encyclopledia," to which be refers. If you 
will look into Roget'a Bridgewater Treatise, you 
will llnd a figure of one of these Hhells, and a sec- 
tion of it. The last will show you the series of 
enlarging compartments succesHivcly dwelt in by 
the animal that inhabits the shell, which is built 
in a widening spiral. Can you find no lesson in 
this! 

THE CHAMBERED NAUTILUS. 
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learenly nieHi^ brouKbt by Uwe, 



B oT thuiight 1 hpar a 



MG00tjl>J 



OF TBE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 



[KR^^I LYRIC conception — mj friend, the 
H^^I^BiF Poet, said — hitu me like ik bulleC in 
W^^^ '''* fo™!"**"*- I '"''* "'**'' ^'^ '^ 
^^^ blood drop from my cheeks when it 
struck, and Telt that I turned as white as death. 
Then cornea a creeping as of centipedes running 
down the spine, — then a gasp and a great jump 
of the heart, — then a sudden flush and a beating 
in the vessels of the head, — then a long sigh, — 
and the poem ii written. 

It is an impromptu, I suppose, then, if jon 
write it so suddenly, — I replied. 

No, — said he, — far from it. I said written, 
but I did not say ropfd. Every such poem hae 
a soul and a body, and it is the body of It, or the 
copy, that mei> read and publishers pay for. The 
soul of it is born in an instant in the poet's soul. 
It comes to him a thought, tangled in the meshes 
of a few sweet words, — words that have loved 
each other from the cradle of the language, bat 
have never been wedded until now. Whether it 
will ever fully embody itself in a bridal trun of a 
; but it exists 
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potcDtinll; from the instant that the poet tarns 
pale with it. It is enough to Btun and stare any- 
body, to have a hot thought come crashing into 
his brain, and plougliinj; up those parallel mbi 
where the wagon trains of common idetts were 
jogging along in their regnlar sequences of a»- 
sociittion. No wonder the ancients made the 
poetical impulse wholly external Mijvtv «<iSc 
6td ■ Goddess, — Muse, — di\me afflatus — sojne- 
thing outside always. / nc^er Mrote any verses 
worth reading. I can't. 1 am too stupid If I 
ever copied any that were worth reacimg I was 
only a medium. 

[1 was talking all this time to our boarders, yon 
understand, — telling tliem what this poet (old 
me. The company listened rather attentively, I 
thought, considering the literary character of the 
remarks.) 

The old gentleman opposite all at ontc asked 
me if I ever read anything better than I'ope'a 
" Essay on Man " ? Had I ever perused McFin- 
gal 1. lie was fond of poetry when he was a boy, 

— his mother taught him to say many little pieces, 

— he remembered one lieautiful hymn; — and the 
old gentleman began, in a clear, loud voice, for 
his years, — 

'■The BpBoiQUB flrmanienl on high. 
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He stopped, aa if startled b,v oar silence, and a 
faint flush ran up beneath the thin white hnira 
that fell upon his cheek. As I looked ronnd, I 
was reminded of n Hhow I once saw at the Muse- 
um, — the Sleeping Beauty, I Ihink they called it. 
The old man's sodden breaking oat in this way 
turned every face towards him, and each kept his 
posture as if changed to stone. Onr Celtic Bridg- 
et, or Biddy, is not a foolish fat scullion to burst 
out crying for a sonlimont. She is of the service- 
able, red-handed, brond-and-high-shouldered type; 
one of those imported female servanla who nre 
known in public by their amorphous style of 
person, their stoop forwards, and a headlong and 
as it were precipitous walk, — (he waist plunging 
downwards into the rocking pelvis at every heavy 
foolfall. Bridget, constituted for aelion, not for 
emotion, was about to deposit a plate heaped with 
something upon the table, when I saw iho coarso 
arm stretchml by my shoulder arrested, — motion- 
less as the arm of a terra-cotta caryatid ; she 
coald n't set the plate down while the old gentle- 
man was speaking 1 

He was quite silent after this, still wearing the 
slight flush on his check. Don't over think the 
poetry is dead in an old man because his forehead 
is wrinkled, or that his manhood has left him 
when his hand trembles I If they ever aiere there, 
thev are there still 1 
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B; and by we got tHlking again. Does s 

poet love the vetoes written ihroagh him, do ;ou 
think, sir! — eaid the divinily-sludenL 

So long as they are warm from his mind, carry 
any of his animal heat about them, / lavmi he loves 
them, — I answered. When they have had time 
to eool, he is more indiffirenC. 

A good deal as it is with buckwheat cakea, — 
said the young fellow whom they call John. 

The last words, only, reached the ear of the 
cally organiicJ female in black bomba- 
— Bucktrheat ie ekerce and high, — she 
remarked. {Mnst be a poor relation sponging 
on our landlady, — pays nothing, — so she must 
stand by the guns gjid be ready lo repel board- 

I liked the tum the conversation had taken, for 
I had some things I wanted to say, and so, alter 
wailing a minulE, I b^an again. — 1 don't think 
the poems I read yon sometimes can bo fairly ap- 

predated, given to you as they are in the green 

Tou don't know what I mean by the 

grtemlalef Well, then, I will tell you. Certain 
things are good lor nothing until they have been 
kept a long while ; and some are good for nothing 
until they have been long kept and used. Of the 
first, wine is the illustrious and immortal example. 
Of those which nmsi be kept and used I will 
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name three, — meerschaum pipen, violias, and 
puema. The meerBchaum is bnt a poor affair 
until it has bnmed a thousand oflerings to the 
cloud-compelling deities. It comes to as without 
compleKion or flavor, — bom of the gea-fbam, like 
Aphrodite, but colorless aa pallida Mon herself. 
The Are is lighted in its central shrine, and grad- 
ually the juices which the broad leaves of the 
Great Vegetable had sucked up from an acre and 
curdled into a drachm are diffused through its 
thirsting pores. First a discoloration, then ti 
stain, and at last a rich, gloning, umber lint 
spreading over the whole surface. Nature true to 
her old brown auiumaal hue, you see, — as true 
in the Are of the meerschaum as in the sunshine 
of October 1 And then the cumulative wealth of 
its fragrant reminiscences I he who inhales its va- 
pors takes a thousand whiffs in a single breath ; 
and one cannot tonch it without awakening the 
old joys that hang around it as the smell of flow- 
ers clings to the dresses of the daughters of the 
bouse of Farina I 

[Don't think I use a meerschaum myself, for 
/ do not, though I hare owned a calumet siuce my 
childhood, which Irom a naked Fict (of the Mo- 
hawk spedes) my grandsire won, together with a 
tomahawk and beaded knife-sheath; paying for 
th» lot with a bullet-mark on his right cheek. On 
(he maternal side I inherit the loveliest eilver- 
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monnted tobacco-stopper yon ever tAv. It ia s 
little boK-wood Triton, carved with charming 
liveliness and truth; I have often compared it to 
a figure in Raphael's " Triumph of Galatea." It 
came to me in an ancient shagreen case, — how 
old it in I do not tnow, — bnt it must have been 
made since Sir Waller Raleigh's time. If you are 
curious, yon shall see it any day. Neither will 1 
pretend tliat I am so unused to the more perish- 
able smoking contrivance that a few whiffs would 
matte me tL'el as if 1 lay in a ground-swell on tiio 
Bay of Biscay. I am nut unacquainted with that 
fusiform, spiral-wound bundle of chopped stems 
and miscellancans incombustibles, the cigar, so 
called, of the shops, — which to " draw " asks the 
suction-power of a nursling infant Hercules, and 
to relish, the leathery palate of an old Silcnus. 
1 do not advise you, young man, even if my illus- - 
tration strike your fancy, t« consecrate the flower 
of your life to paining the bowl of a pipe, for, let 
me assure you, the stain of a reverie-breeding nar- 
cotic may strike deeper than you think for. 1 
have seen the green leaf of early promise grow 
brown before its time nnder such Nicotian regi- 
men, and thonght the umbered meerschaum was 
dearly bought at the cost of a brain enfeebled and 
a will enslaved.] 

Violins, too, — the sweet old Amuti I — the di- 
vine Stradivarius 1 Played on by ancient waestro) 
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until Ihe bow-hand luat its power and the Hying 
fingers stiiTcned. Bcqneathcd to the possionaie 
jioung enthusiast, who made it nhisper his hidden 
love, and ery his inartieulace longings, and scream 
hi9 unutld agonies, and wiul hia monotonous de- 
spair. Passed from his dying hand to the cold 
vinaoao, who lot it slombtr in its case for a gener- 
ation, mi, when his hoard was broken up, it came 
forth once more and rode the stormy symphonies 
of royal orchestras, beneath the rushing bow of 
their lord and leader. Inio lonely prisons with 
improvident artists ; into convents from which 
arose, day and night, the holy hjmns with which 
its tones were blended ; and hack again to orgies 
in which it learned to howl and langh as if a 
legion of devils were shut up in it ; then again to 
the gentle diUttaate who calmed it down with easy 
melodies until it answered him softly as in Ihe 
days of the old mnettroa. And so given into our 
hands, its pores all full of music ; stained, like the 
meerschaum, through and through, vith the con- 
centrated hue and sweetness of all the harmonies 
which have kindled and faded on itn strings. 

Now 1 toll you a poem must be kept and u»ed, 
like a meerschaum, or a violin. A poem is just as 
porous as the meerschaum; — the more porous it 
is the better, I mean to say that a genuine poem 
is capable of absorbing an indefinite amount of the 
essence of our own humanity, — its tenderness, its 
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heroism, ita regrets, its ftspirations, so as (o he 
graduslly stsjned through with a divine secondary 
color derii'ed from ourselves. So jou see it must 
take time to bring the sentimeDt of n poem inb) 
harmony with our nature, by stoning ourselves 
through every thought and image our being can 
penetrate. 

Then again as to (he mere music of a new poem ; 
why, who can expect anything more from that than 
ntim the music of a riolin fresh from the maker's 
hands ^ Now yon know very well that there are 
no less than fifty^eight different pieces in a violin. 
These pieces are strangers to each other, and it 
takes a century, more or less, to make [hem rhor- 
oughly acquainted. At last they leam to vibrate in 
harmony, and the instrument becomes an organic 
whole, as if it were a great seed^capsule which had 
grown from agarden-hed in Cremona, or elsewhere. 
Besides, the wood is juicy and full of sap for tifty 
years or so, but at the end of fifty or a hundred 
more gets lolcrablydry and comparatively resonant. 

Don't you ace that all this is just as true of a 
poem ? Counting each word as a piece, there are 
more pieces in an average copy of verses than in 
a violin. The poet has forced all these words 
together, and fastened them, and they don't nnder- 
Bland it at first. But let the poem be repeated 
aloild and murmured over in the mind's muffled 
whisper often enough, and at length the parB 
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become knit tog«thar in such absolute solidaritj 
that yoM could not change a syllable without tlie 
whole world'9 crying out against yon for meddling 
with the hannonioaa iabric. Observe, too, how die 
drying process takes place in the stuff of a poem 
joat as in that of a violin. Hero is a Tyrolese fid- 
dle that is just coming lo its hundredth birthday, 
— (Pedro Klauss, Tyroti, fecit, 1760), — the s^ 
U pretty well out of it. And here is the song of 
an old poet whom Neiera cheated ; — 

" Niu «rat, et ccelo talgebU Luaa senan 



Don't you perceive the sonorousness of these old 
dead Latin phrases ? Now I tell you that every 
word fresh from the dictionary brings with it a cer- 
tain succulence: and though 1 cannot expect the 
sheets of the " Pactolinn," in which, as 1 lold you, 
I sometimes print my verses, to get so dry as the 
crimp papyrus (hat held those words of Homtius 
Flaccus, yet you may be sure, that, while the sheets 
are damp, and while the lines hold their sap, you 
can't fairly judge of my performances, and that, if 
made of the true stoff, they will ring better after a 
while. 

[There was silence for a brief space, after my 
somewhat elaborate exposition of these self-evident 
analogies. Presently a person turned towards me 
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— I do not choose lo designate tho individual — 
and said thai he rather cxpccled my pieces had 
given pretty good "sahtisrahetion." — 1 had, up to 
this moment, considered this compiimentar}' phrase 
as sacred to the use of secretaries of lyceums, and, 
as it has been usually accompanied by a sniaU 
pecuniary testimonial, liave acquired a certain rel- 
ish for this moderately tepid and unstimolaling 
expression of enthusiasm. But as a reward for 
gratuitous services, I conicss I thought it a little 
below that blood-heat standard which a man's 
breath ought lo have, vfhcther silent, or vocal and 
articulate. I waited for a fevorable opportunity, 
however, hclbre making the remarks which follow.] 

There are single expressions, as I have told 

you already, that fix a man's position for you be- 
fore you have done shaking hands with him. Al- 
low me to expand a little. There are several things, 
very slight in themselves, yet implying other things 
not so unimportant Thus, your French servant 
has de'oidis^ your premises and got caught. Excit' 
tex, says the »ergent-de-vl}le, as he politely relieves 
him of his upper garments and displays his bust in 
the full daylight. Good shoulders enough, — a 
little marked, — traces of small -pox, perhaps, — but 

white Ctoc ! from the serpail-de-vHle'a broad 

palm on the white shoulder ! Now look ! Vogiie 
lagatire! Out comes the big rod V, — mark of the 
hot iron ; — he hud blistered it out pretty nearly. 
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— Iind n't he ? — the old rascal VOLEUR, branded 
in (he galleys at Marsoillea ! [Don't 1 What if he 
had got sumclhing like this? — aobody eupposes I 
iacenUd such a, f Cory.) 

My man John, who used to drive two of those 
six equine remnles which 1 luld you I had owned, 

— fbr, look you, my friends, simple though I stand 
here, I am one that has been driven in his " ker- 
ridge." — not using that term, as liberal shepherds 
do, for any battered old shuhhy genteel go-cart 
whieh has more than one wheel, but meaning 
thereby a four-wheeled vehicle with a pole, — my 
man John, I say, was a retired soldier. He retired 
unostentatiously, as many of Her Majesty's modest 
senants have done before and since. John told 
me, that when an officer thinks he recognizes one 
of these retiring heroes, and would know if he ha« 
really been in the service, that he may restore him. 
if possible, to u grateful country, becomes suddenly 
upon him, and says, sharply, ■■ Strap ! " If he has 
ever worn tiM shoulder-strap, he has learned the 
reprimand for its ill adjuslincnl. The old word of 
eommnnd flashes through bis mnsctes, and his hand 
goes up in an instant to the place where the strap 
used to be. 

[I was all the time preparing for my grand amp, 
you underatand ; but I saw they were not quite 
ready for it, and so c'Ontinncd, — always in illustra- 
tion of the general principle I had laid down.] 
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Yes, odd things come out in wnys Chat nobody 
thinks of There was a legend that, when the 
Daniah pirates made descents apon Ihe English 
coast, they caught a few Tartars occasionnllj-, ia 
the shape of Saxons, who would not let them go, 
— on the contrary, insisted on their staying, and, 
to make sure of it, treated them as Apollo treated 
Marsyas, or as Bartbolinua has treated a ffellow- 
ereatare in his title-page, and, having divested them 
of the one essential and perfectly fitting garment, 
indispensBble in the mildest climatoe, nailed the 
same on the cfaurch-dooi- as we do the banns of 
marriage. In terrortm. 

[There was a laugh at this among sonK of the 
young folks ; but as I looked at our landlady, I 
saw that " the water stood in her eyes," as it did in 
Christiana's when the interpreter asked her about 
the spider, and 1 fancied, but was n't quite sare that 
the schoolmistress blushed, as Mercy did in tho 
same conversation, as jou remember.] 

That sounds like a cock-and bnll-story, — said 
the young fellow whom thoy call John. I ab- 
stuned IVom making Hamlet's remark to Horatio, 
and continued. 

Not long since, the church-wardens were repair- 
ing and beauti^ing an old Saxon church in a, 
certain English village, and among other things 
thought the doors should be attended to. One of 
them particularly, llie front-door, looked very badly, 
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cruated, as it were, and aa if it woiiM be all the bet- 
ter for Ecrnpins;. There happened to be u micrO' 
Bcopist in the TillHge wlio had heard the old pirate 
Htory, and he took it into his head 10 examine tlie 
crust on this dour. There was no mistake about 
it ; it was a gunuine historical documeni, of the 
Ziska dmm-head pattern, — a real mfii humana, 
stripped from ^me old Scandinavian filibuster, 
and the legend was true. 

My friend, the Professor, settled an imporljint 
hisiorieal and financial question once by the aid 
of an eKceedini;1j minute fragment of a similar 
document. Behind the pane of plate-glass whirh 
bore bis name and title burned a modest lamp, 
signifying to the passers-by that at all boura of the 
night the slightest favors (or fevers) were wcleome, 
A jouth who had freely partaken of the cup which 
cheers and likewise inebriates, following a moth- 
like impulse very natural under tho eireumsunevs, 
dashed his fist at the light and quenched Che meek 
luminary, — breaking through the plnte-glass, of 
course. Co reach it. Now I don't want to go into 
mlaaliiK at table, you know, bat a naked hand ean 
no more go through a pane of thiclc glass with- 
out leaving some of its cuticle, to say the least, 
behind it. than a butterfly can go through a san- 
sage-macliine without looking the worse for it. The 
Professor gathered up the fragments of glass, and 
with ihcm certain very minute but entirely salisfitc- 
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tory doeumenM which would have identified and 
hunged any rogue in Chrisiendoia who had parted 
with them. — The historical f|nestion, Who did itf 
and the financial question. Who paid for it f were 
both settled before the new lamp was lighted the 
next evening. 

Yon see, my fHends, what immense conclasions, 
tonehing onr lives, our fortunes, and our aacred 
honor, may be reached by means of very insignifi- 
cant premises. This is eminenrly true of manners 
and forms of speech ; a movement or a phrase often 
tells you all you want to know about a person. 
Thus, "How's yoitr health?" (commonly pro- 
nounced haSllh) — instead of, How do you do ? or, 
Uow arc you ? Or calling your little dark entry a 
"halt," and your old rickety [inohorse wagon a 
" kerrid^." Or telling a person who has been ir^r- 
ing Co please yon that he has given yon pretty good 
" sahtisfahction." Or saying that you " remember 
of" such a thing, oc that yon have been "stoppin"' 
St Deacon Somebody's, — and other such expres- 
sions. One of my friends bad a little marble sCatu- 
elle of Cnpid, in the parlor of his country-house, — 
how, arrows, wings, and all complete. A visitor, 
indigenous lo the region, looking pensively at the 
figure, asked the lady of the house " if that was a 
stutoo of her deceased infant 1 " What a delicious, 
though somewhat voluminous biography, social, 
educational, and lesilietic in that brief question ) 
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[Please obscire with what Machiavellian astute- 
ness I smuggled in the parliciilor ofTeiice which it 
irag my object to hold up to my (ellow-boardcra, 
without loo personal aa attack on the individuaJ 
ftt whose door il la;.] 

That was an exceedingly dnil person who made 
the remark, Ex pede Henalem. He might as well 
have said, " Frain a peck of apples you may judge 
of the barrel." Ex pede, to be auro ! Road, in- 
stead, Ex iingae miitimi digiti pedis, Hercalent, ejat- 
que patrsa, matreia, aeoa et pmaeoa, JBios, aepota ft 
]yroi\epotes 1 Talk to mo about your doi jrov trrw ! 
Tell me about Cuvier's gelling up a megatherium 
from a tooth, or Agassiz's drawing a portrait of an 
undiscovered liah from a single scale ! As the " O " 
revealed Giotto, — aa the ono word "raoi" betrayed 
the Stratfbrd-Blto-Bowo-taught Anglais, — so all a 
man's antecedents and possibilities are summed up 
in a single utterance which gives at once the gauge 
of his education and bis mental organization- 
Possibilities, sir 7 — said the divinity-student; 
can't a man who says HaHmt arrive at distinction? 
Sir, — I replied, — in a republic all things are 
possible. But the man uiidi a future has almost of 
necessity sense enough 10 see that any odious trick 
of speech or manners must be got rid of. Does n't 
Sydney Smith say that a pnblio man in England 
never gets over a false quantity utured in early 
life ! Our pabUi men are in little danger of this 
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fatal misstep, as few of them are in the habit of 
introducing Latin into their speeches, — for good 
and sufficient reasons. But they are bound (o 
spealc decent English, — unless, indeed, they are 
rough old campaigners, like General Jackson or 
General Taylor ; in which caae, a ten scars on 
Priscian's head are panlooeil to old fellows who 
have quite as many on their own, and a constit- 
uency of thirty empires is not at all particular, 
provided they do not swear in their Presidential 
Messages. 

However, it is not for me to talk. I hire made 
mistakes enough in conversation and print. I never 
Snd them ont until they are Hl«reotyp«d, and then 
I think tliey rarely escape me. I have no doubt I 
shall make half a dozen slips before this breakbst 
is over, and remember them all before another. 
How one does tremble with rage at his own in- 
tense momentary stupidity about things he knows 
perfeetly well, and to think how be lays himself 
open to the impertinences of the captatorea veriorum, 
those useful but humble scavengers of the language, 
whose business it is to pick up what might offend 
or injure, and remove it, hugging and feeding on 
it as they go 1 1 don't want to speak loo slight- 
ingly of these verbal critics ; — bow can I, who am 
to fond of talking ahout errors and vulgarisms of 
speech ! Only there is a difference between those 
clerical blunders which almost every man commits. 
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knowing better, and that habitual grossness or 
meanness of speech which is unendurable to edn- 
cated persons, from anj'body thai wears silk or 
broadcloth. 

[J write down the aboie remarks this morning, 
January 2Gth, making this record of the date thai 
nobody may think it was written in wrath, on ac- 
count of any particular grievance suffered from the 
invasion of any individual icaTabaoa grainiaaticia. \ 

1 wonder if anybody ever finds fault with 

anything I say at this table when it is repeated ? 
I hope they do, I am sure. I should be very cer- 
t^n that I aaid nothing of much significance, il 
the; did not. 

Did you never, in walking in the HeMs, com? 
across a Urge flat stone, which had lain, nobody 
knows how long, just where you found it, with the 
gross forming a little hedge, as it were, all round 
it, close to its edges, — and have you not, in obe- 
dience to a kind of feeling that told you it had 
been lying there long enough, insinuated your stick 
or your foot or your fingers under its edge and 
turned it over as a housewife turns a cake, when 
she says to herwif, " It 's done brown enough by 
this time"! What an odd revelation, and what 
an unforeseen and unpleasant Burpri!« to a small 
community, the very existence of which you hod 
not suspected, until Che sadden dismay and scatter- 
ing among its members produced by your tum- 
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ing the old atone over ! Bladej of grass flattened 
down, colorless, malted togetlier, aa if they had been 
bleached and ironed; hideous crawling creatures, 
some of them coleopleroos or horny-Bhelied, — 
tnrtle-bngs one tcmiis Hi call tb^in ; some of them 
solier, but cunningly spre:id out »ld compressed 
like Lepine watches (Nature never loses a crack 
or a crevice, mind you, or a joint in a tavern bed- 
stead, but she always has one of her flat-pattern 
live timekeepers to slide into it) ; black, glossy 
crickets, witli ^eir long filaments sticking out like 
the whips of four-horse stage-coaches ; motionless, 
slu-j-like creatures, young larvie, perhaps more hor- 
rible in their pulpy stillness than even in the infernal 
wiiggle of matnriiyl But no sooner is the stone 
turned and the wholesome light of day let upon 
this compressed and blinded community of creep- 
ing things, than all of them which enjoy the luxury 
of legs — and some of them have a good many — 
rush round wildly, butting each other and every- 
thing it) their way, and end in a general stampede 
for unilergrouad retreats (rom the region poisoned 
by sunshine. Next gear you will find the grass 
growing tall and green where the stone lay ; tho 
ground-bird builds her nest where the beetle had 
his bole; the dandelion and the buttercup arc groW' 
ing there, and the broad fans of insect-angels open 
and shut over their golden disks, as the rhythmic 
waves of blissful consciouancjia pulsate through ■ 
their gluritlcd being. 
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The young fellow whom they call John 

Mv fit to say, in his very fiiiniliar way, — M 
which I do aot choose to (nke offence, but which 
1 sometimea think it necessary to repress, — 
that 1 vaa coming it rather strong on the hntter- 
flie.4. 

No, I repliei] ; there is raenning in each of those 
ima^^, — the butterfly as well as the others. The 
stone is ancient error. The grass is human nature 
borne down and bleached of oil its color by it. The 
shapes which are found beneath are the crafty be- 
ings thai thrive in darkness, and the weaker organ-- 
isins kept helpless by it. He who turns the stone 
over is whosoever puts the staff' of truth to the old 
lying incubus, no matter whether he do it with a 
serious Taee or a laughing one The next year 
stands for the coming time. Then shall the na- 
ture which had lain blanched and broken rise in 
its full stature and native hues in the siinshine. 
Then shall God's minstrels bnild their nests in 
the hearts of a new-born humanity. Then shall 
beauty — Divinity taking outlines and color — 
light upon the souls of men as the hutteiflj, 
image of the beatilied spirit rising from the dust, 
soars from the shell that held a poor grub, which 
would never have found wings, had not the stone 
been lifted. 

You never need think yon can turn over any 
'old Msehood without a terrible ajuirming and 
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iCBIicring or the horrid linle popDiation that 

dwetU under it. 

Every real thought on every real Bubjecl 

knocha the wind out of eomcbodj or other. An 
eoon as hia breath conies back, ha very probably 
begins lo e:i{iend it in hard words. These are 
the best evidence a man caa have that he haa said 
something it was time to say. Dr. Johnson was 
disappointed in the effect of one of hia pamphlets. 
"I think I have not been attacked enough for it," 
he said ; — " attack is the reaction ; I never think 
I have hit hard anless it rebounds." 

If a fellow attacked my opiniona in print, 

would I reply ? Not L Do jou think I don't 
nnderstand what my friend, the Professor, long 
ago called tiie hgdrottaiir: paradoi of cantToiiersif f 

Don't know what that means ^ — Well, I will 
tell you. You know, that, if you had a bent tnlie, 
one arm of which was of the iiize of a pipe-stem, 
and the other big enough to hold the ocean, water 
would stand at the same heiglit in one a* in the 
other. Controversy equalizes fiwls and wise men 
in the same way, — aad thejaii kaow it. 

No, but I often read what they say about ■ 

other people. There are about a dozen phrases 
which all come tumbling along together, like the 
tongs, and the shovel, and the poker, and the 
bruHh, and the bellows, in one of those domestic 
avalimchea that everybody knows. If you get 
one, you get the whole lot. 
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Wh»[ are they? — O, that depends a good 
deal on latitude and longitude. Epithets follow 
tlie ieolbermiU lines pretty aceunilely. Grouping 
tlieni in [wo familiea, one finds himself a clever, 
genial, witty, wise, brilliant, sparklin;;, thoughtful, 
did^nguished, celebrate*], illustrious scholar and 
perfbct gentleman, and first writer of the age ; or 
a dull, fbolish, wicked, pert, shallow, ignorant, 
insolent, traitorous, black-hearted outcast, and 
disgrace to civilization. 

What do I think determines the sot of phrases 
a, man gets? — Well, I should say a set of in- 
fluences something like these: — 1st. Relation- 
ships, political, reli^ous, social, domestic. 2d, 
Oysters, in the form of sup[>ers given to gentle- 
men connected with criticism. I l>elieve in the 
school, the collie, and Iho clergy ; but my sover- 
eign logic, for regulating public opinion — which 
means commonly the opinion of half a dozen of 
the critical gentry — is the following Major propo- 
sition. Oysters uu mlard. Minor proposition. The 

same "scalloped." Coadasioa. That (here 

insert entertainer's name) is clever, witty, wise, 
■ brilliant, — and the rest. 

No, it is n't exactly bribery. One man 

has oysters, and another epithets. It is an ex- 
change of hospitalities ; one gives a " spread " on 
linen, and the other on paper, — that Is all. Don't 
yon think you and I should be apt to do just 
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BO, ir we were in ihe rritical line? I am sure I 
couldn't resist the softening influences of hospi- 
tality. 'I don't like to dine ont, jou know, — I 
dine go well at our own table, [our landlady looked 
radian),) and the company is so pleasant [a ras- 
tling movement of sntisfaclion among the board- 
ers] ; but if I did partake of a man's s^t, with 
Buch additions as that article of food rcfguires to ' 
make it palatable, I coald never abuse him, and if 
I had to speak of him, I suppose I should hang 
my set of jingling epithets round him like a string 
of sleigh-bells. Good feeling helps society to make 
liars of most of us, — not absolute liars, but snch 
careless handlers of truth that its sharp comers 
get terribly rounded. I love truth as chiefest 
among the virtues ; I trust it runs in my blood ; 
but I would never be a crilic, because T know I 
could not always tell it. I might write a criticism 
of a book that happened lo please me ; that ia 
another matter. 

Listen, Benjamin Franklin \ This is (or 

you, and such others of tender age as you may 
tell it to. 

When we are as yet small children, long before 
the time when those two grown ladies offer us the 
choice of Hercules, there comes up to us a youth- 
ful angel, holding in his right hand cubes like dice, 
and in his lell spheres like marbles. The cubes 
ore of Etaiuless ivory, and on each is written in. 
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ktKrs of gold — Trdtb. The spheres are reined 
and streaked and spotted beoeath, with a dark 
crimson flush above, where Che light falls on them, 
■nd in a certain aspect you can make out upon 
eTerf one of them the three letters L, I, E. The 
child to whom they are offered verj prohahly 
clutches at both. The spheres are the most con- 
Tenient things in the world ; they roll with the 
least possible impuliie just where die child would 
have them. The rules will not roll at all; lhe>- 
hflve a great talent for standing still, and always 
keep rig:ht side up. But very soon the joang 
philosopher finds that things which roll so easily 
are very apt to roll into the wrong corner, and 
to get out of his way when he most wants them, 
while he always knows where to find the others, 
which stay where Ihey are lefi. Thus he learns 
— thus we team — to drop the streaked and spec- 
kled globes of falsehood and to hold fast the white 
angular blocks of truth. But then comes Timid- 
ity, and after ber Good-nature, and last of all 
Folite-hehavior, all insisting that trnth most roU, 
or nobody can do anything Hith it; and so the 
flrsi with her coarse rasp, and the second with her 
broad Hie, and the third with her silken sleeve, do 
so round off and smooth and polish the snow- 
white cubes of truth, that, when they have got a 
little dingy by use, it becomes hard to teU ihcm 
from the rolling spheres of falsehood. 
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The school mi eiresB was polite cnoagh to ea; 
that she was pleased with this, and that she would 
read it to her little flocl the next day. Bat ehe 
sboiUd tell the children, she said, that there were 
belter reasoni fbr truth than roald be foan<l in 
mere experience of its convenience and the incoD- 
Tenience of lying. 

Yes, — I Bald, — bat education alwa/s b^na 
Ihrougli the senses, and works up to the idea of 
absolute right and nrong. The first thing the 
child has to learn about this matter is, that lying 
is onproiitable, — afterwards, that it is against 
the peace and dignity of (be universe. 

Do I think that the particular form of 

lying often seen in newspapers, nnder the title, 
" From our Foreign Correspondent," does any 
harm? — Why, no, — I don't know that it does. 
I suppose it does n't really deceive people any 
more than the " Arabian Nights " or ■' Gulliver's 
Travels " do Sonielimca the writers compile loo 
carelessly, though, and mix up facta out of geog- 
raphies, and stories out of the penny papers, so 
as to mislead those who are desirous of infor- 
mation. I cut a piece out of one of the pa- 
pers, the other day, which contains a number 
of improbaliilitics, and, I suspect, misetatements. 
I wilt send up and get it for you, if yon 
would like to hear it. Ah, this is it; it is 
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" OnB Sduatba Coksespondbnce. 

" This island is now the property of the Stam- 
Tord ramiij, — having been won, it is said, in a 
raffle, by Sir SUmlbrd. during the stock- 
gambling mania of the Suuth-Sea Scheme. The 
history of this gentleman may be (band in an in- 
teresting series of questions (anfbrtnnalely not yet 
answered) contained in the 'Notea and Queries.' 
This island is entire!)' surrounded by the ocean, 
which here contains a large amount of saline aob- 
stance, crystallizing in cuties remarkable for [heir 
symmetry, and fre<iuentty displays on its snrface, 
during calm weather, the rainiiow tints of the 
celebrated South-Sen bubbles. The lommers are 
oppressively hot, and the winters very probably 
cold i bat this fact cannot be aacertainod precisely, 
as, for some peculiar reason, the mercury in these 
latitudes never shrinks, as in more nortliem re- 
gions, and thus the thermometer is rendered use- 

"The principal vegetable productions of the 
island ue the pepper-tree and the bread-frnit ![«& 
Pepper being very abundantly produced, a benev- 
olent society was organiied in London daring the 
last CNitury for supplying tlio natives with vine- 
gar and oysters, as an addition to that dolightful 
condiment. [Note received from Dr. D. P.] It 
is sud, however, that, as (he ojsters were of the 
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kind called natives lo England, the natives of 
Sumatra, in obedienre to a natural instinct, re- 
fnaed to touch thera, and confined ibomselves en- 
tirely 10 the crew of ihe vessel in which ihej were 
brought over. This information was received 
from one of the oldest inhabitants, a native him- 
self, and exce«dtngl}' fond of missionaries. He is 
said also to be very skilful in the cuinW peculiar 
to the island. 

"During the season of gathering the pepper, 
' the periions employed arc sabject to various in- 
eommodiiies, the chief of which is violent and 
long-eon tinned scernutalion, or sneezing. Such 
19 llie vehemence of these attacks, that the unfor- 
tnnate subjects of them are often driven backwards 
for great distance^j at immense speed, on die well- 
known principle of the (eolipile. Not being able 
to see where tbey are going, these poor creatures 
dash themselves to pieces against the rocks or are 
precipitated over, the cliffs, and thus many valu- 
able lives are lost annually. As, during the whole 
pepper-harvest, tbey f^d exelnsively on this stim- 
ulant, they become exceedingly irritable. The 
smallest injury is resented with ungovernable rage. 
A young man saRering from the pepper-feeer, as 
it is called, cudgelled another most severely for 
appropriating a superannuated relative of trifling 
value, end was only pacilied by having a present 
made bim of a pig of th:il peculiar species of 
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EiT[ne (tailed che Peccant by the Catholic Jevrs, 
who, it is weil known, absCain from swine's flesh 
in imitation of the Mahometan Buddhists. 

" The bread-tree grows abundantly. Its branch- 
es are welt known to Europe and Atnerica under 
the familiar name of maccamni. The smatler 
iwiga are called t>ernii<xili. They have a decided 
animal flavor, as may be observed in tlie soups 
eontuning them. Maccaroni, being tabular, is 
the favorite habitat of a very dangerous insect, 
which Is rendered peculiarly ferocious by being 
boiled. The government of the island, therefore, 
never allows a stick of it to be exported without 
being accompanied by a piston nith which its 
cavity may at any time be thoroughly swept out. 
These are commonly lost or stolen before tlie 
maccaroni wrives among us. It therefore always 
contains many of these insects, which, however, 
generally die of old age in the shops, so that acd- 
dents from this source are comparatively rare. 

" The froit of ihe bread-tree consists principally 
of hot rolls. The butiered-mnffln variety is sup- 
posed to be a hybrid with the cocoa-nut palm, 
the cream found on the milk of the cocoa-nut ex- 
uding from the hybrid in the shape of butter, just 
as the ripe fruit is splitting, so as 10 flt it fbr 
the lea-table, where it is commonly served np with 
coid " 

There, — I don't want to read any more 
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<>f ii YoD see (hat man}' of these 
highly improbable. — No, I shall not mention the 
p»p«r. — No, neither of them wrote It, though it 
reminds me of the style of these popnlar wriiers. 
I think ihe fellow who wrote it must have been 
reailing some of iheir stories, and got them mix.cd 
np with bis history and geography. I don't sup- 
pose he lies ; — he sella it to the editor, who knows 
bow many sqaarea off " Sumatra " is. The edi- 
tor, who sells it to the puhlic By the way, 

the papers have been very civil — haven't they ? — 
to the — the — what d'ye tall it' — "Northern 
Magazine," — isn't it! — got up by some of those 
ComenDuters, down East, as an organ for their 
local peculiarities. 

The Professor has been to see me. Came 

in, iflorious, at about twelve o'clock, last night. 
Said be had been with " the boys." On inquiry, 
fbund that " the boys" were certain baldisb and 
grayish old gentlemen that one sees or bears of 
in various important stations of society. The 
Frofeasor ia one of the same set, but he always 
talks as if he had been out of college about ten 

years, whereas [Each of these 

dots woa a little nod, which tbe company under- 
Elood, as the reader will, no doubt.] He calls 
them sometimes " (he boys," and sometimes " (he 
old fellows." Call him by Che latter title, and see 
how he likes it. — Well, he came in last night 
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glorious, as I wBfl saying. Of course I don't 
mean vinouslj exalted; he drinks little wine on 
inch occasions, and is well known to &11 the Peters 
and Patricks as (he gentleman who alwaye has 
indefinite quantities of black lea to kill any extra 
glass of red claret be may have swallowed. But 
the Professor sajs he always gets tipsy on old 
memories at these gatherings. He was, I forget 
how many years old when he went va the meet- 
ing; just turned of twenty now, — he siud. He 
made various youtlifiil proposals to me, iDcluding 
a duet under the landlady's daughter's window. 
He had just learned a trick, be said, of one of 
" the boys," of getting a splendid bass out of a 
door-panel by rubbing it with the palm of his 
hand. Offered to sing " The sky is bright," ac- 
companying himself on the lifont^oor, if I would 
go down and help in the ehorus. Snid there 
never was such a set of fellows as the old boys 
of the set he has been with. Judges, mayors. 
Congressmen, Mr. Speakers, leaders in science, 
clergymen better tlian femous, and lamous too, ■ 
poets by the halfJoien, singers with voices like 
angels, financiers, wits, three of the best laughers 
in the Commonwealth, engineers, agriculturists, — 
all Ibrras of talent and knowledge he pretended 
were represented in that meeting. Then he be- 
gan to quote Byron about Santa Crocc, and main- 
tained that he could " fnmisli out creation " in all 
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its details from Chat set of his. He would like to 
bnve ihe whole boodle of them, (I Temoiistraied 
against this word, but the Professor said it was a 
diabolieh good word, and he would have no other,) 
wilh their wives and children, shipwrecked on a 
reinou island, just to see how eplendidlj thej 
would reorganiKe society. They could build a 
city, — ihey have done it; make constitulions and 
laws; establish churches and lyccums ; leach and 
practiE^e the healing art; instruct in every depart- 
ment; found observalories ; create commerce and 
manufactares ; write songs and hymns, and sing 
'em, and make instruments to accompany the 
Eonga with ; lastly, publish a journal almost as 
good as the " Northern Magazine," edited by the 
Come-outers. There was nothing they were not 
up to, from a christening 10 a hanging ; the last, 
to bo sure, eotdd never be called for, onless soroo 
stranger got in among them, 

I let the Professor talk as long as he liked ; 

it didn't make much difference to me whether it 
was all truth, or partly made up of pole Sherry 
and similar elements. All at once he jumped up 

Don't you want to hear what I just read to the 
boys? 

I have had questions of a similar character 
asked me before, occasionally. A man of iron 
mould might perhaps say. No I I am not a man 
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of iron mould, and eaid that I shonld be de- 
lighted . 

The Professor then read — with that slightly 
sing-song eadenc'e which is observed to be com- 
mon in poets reading their own verses — the fol- 
lowing stanzas ; holding them at a focal distance 
of about two feet and a half, with an occasional 
luoTement back or forward for better adjnstment. 
the appearance of which has been likened bj some 
impertinent joung folks to that of the act of play- 
ing on the trombone. His eyesight was neier 
better; 1 have his word for it. 

MARR RCBBUM. 



: Bptendors of tbiiaun 
lummerV cloudksa day 



Thu saw UkIi h 
Tbt mal.lnu dauci 
Their milk-Khiu 



■win-winged vl^na at Uib paal. 
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,Ls movHl again 

B lipfl of pink uhI pear! 



rilled {riHD a rinUfKIQ 
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agg^altM baa many tools, but a lie is tlio 
^^^^ lijiiidle which fits them all. 

^^Sffi I think, sir, — said tiiedivinilj'- 

stndenl, — you must mtcnd thai for 

one of the sa_vings of the Seren Wise Men uf 
Boston you were speaking of the otiier day. 

I [hank you, my young friend, — was my re- 
ply, — but 1 must -say Eometliing better than thai, 
before I could pretend to fill out the number. 

The school mistress wanted to know how 

many of these sayings there were on record, and 
what, and by whom said. 

Why, let 09 see, — there ia that ono of 

Benjamin Franklin, " the great Bostonian," after 
whom thia lad was named. To be sure, he said a 
great many wise things, — and t don't feel sure he 
did n't borrow this, — he speaks as if it were old. 
But then he applied it so neatly I — 

" Ho that has once done you a kindness will be 
more ready to do you another than he whom you 
yourself have otiliged." 

Then there is that glorioHS Epieurean paradox, 
uttered by mj friend, the Historian, in one of bis 
flashing n 
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" Give ua Ihe luxnrieH of life, and we will dis- 
pense with its necessaries." 

To these must certainly be added that other 
Bojing of one of the wittiest of men : — 

" Good Americans, when they die, go to Parie." 

The divinity-btudeat looked grave at this, 

but said nothing. 

The school mi stress spoke out, and said she 
did n't tbink the wit meant any irreverence. It 
was only another way of saying, Paris is a heav- 
enly place after Now York or Boston. 

A jaunty-looking person, who liad come in with 
the young fellow they call John, — evidently a 
stranger, — ssMk there was one more wise man's 
saying that he had heard . it was about our place, 
but he did n't know who said it. — A civil curios- 
ity was laanifested by the company to bear the 
fburtb wise saying. I heard him distinctly whis- 
pering to the young fellow who brought him to 
dinner, Shall IteUitf To which the answer nas, 
Go ahead! — Well, — he said, — this is what I 

"Boston Stale-House is the huh of the sol.ir 
n^slem. You conid n't pry chat out of a Boscou 
man, if yon had the lire of all creaCioo straigbt- 
ened out for a crowbar," 

Sir, — said I, — I am gratified with yoor re- 
mark. It expresses with pleasing vivacity that 
which I have sometimes heard uttered with ma. 
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lignant dnlnesa. The satire of tlie remnrk is es- 
sentially true of Boston, — and of all other con- 
siderable — and inconaideralile — places with which 
I have had tlie privilege of being acquainted. 
Cocknnya think London is the only place in the 
world. Frenchmen — yon remember the line 
about Paris, the Court, the World, etc. — I recol- 
lect well, by the way, a sign in that city which 
ran thus : " Hotel de I'Univers et des fllats Uilis " ; 
and as Paris is the universe to a Frenchman, of 
course the United States are outside of it, — " See 
Naples and then die." — It is quite as bad with 
smaller places. I have been about, lecturing, you 
know, and have found the following propositions 
to hold true of all of ihem. 

1. The axis of the earth s^cbs out visibly 
through the centre of each and every town or 

2. If more than fifty years have passed since its 
foundation, it ia affectionately styled by the inhab- 
itants the "good old town of" (whatever its 

name may happen to be.) 

3. Everj- collection of its inhabitants tluit comes 
together to listen to a stranger is invariably de- 
clared to be a "remarkably intelligent audience." 

4. The climate of the place is particularly fa- 
vorable to longevity. 

5. It contains several persons of vast talent lit- 
tle known to the world. (One or two of them. 
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you mnj perhapa chnncc to remember, cent nhort 
pieces to Ibe " Pactolinn " tome time since, whiih 
were " respetlfiilly declined.") 

Boston is just like oilier plnccs of its size; — 
only perhaps, considering ils excellent lish-maThet, 
paid fire-department, anperior monthly pnhlica- 
tiona, and correet liabii of spelling the English 
langnage, it has some ri)>ht to look down on the 
mob of cities. I '11 tell you, though, if you want 
to know it, what is the n»l ottenee of Boston. It 
drains a large wntcr-shed of its intellect, and mil 
not itself be drained. If it would only send away 
its first-rate men, iDftiead of its second-rate ones, 
(no offence to the well-known exceptions, of which 
we are always proud,) we should be spared such 
epigrammatic remarks as that which the gentle- 
man has quoted. There can never be a real me- 
tropolis in (his country, until the biggest ecnlro 
can drain the lesser ones of their talent and wenllh. 
— I have observed, by the way, that the people 
who really live in two great cities arc by no 
means so Jealous of each other, as are titose of 
smaller cities situated within the intellectual basin, 
or sucdofl-nm^. of one large one, of the pretensions 
of any other. Don't you see why! Because their 
promising young author and rising lawyer and 
large capitalist have been drained off to the neigh- 
boring big city, — their prettiest girl has been ex- 
ported to the same market ; all their ambition 
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points there, and atl their thin gilding of gloiy 
comes from there. I hate little toad-eating cities. 
Would I be so good bb to specify any par- 
ticular example? — 0, — an example? Did you 
evec see a bear-trap? Never! Well, should n'l 
you like to sec me put my foot into one ? With 
Bumimcnts of the highest consideration I must 
. beji; leitvB to he uicuaed. 

Besides, some of the smaller cities are charm- 
ing. If they have an old church or two, a few 
stately mansions of former grandees, here and there 
an old dwelling with the second story projecting, 
(fur the convenience of shooting, the Indians knock- 
ing at the front-door with Ihcir tomahawks,) — if 
they have, scattered about, those mighty square 
houses built something more than half a century 
ago, and standing like architectural bowlders 
dropped by the former diluvium of wealth, whose 
reflaeni wave has left them as its monument, — 
if they have gardens with elbowed apple-lrees that 
push their branches over the high board-fence and 
drop their truit on the sidewalk, — if they have a 
little grass in the side-streets, enough to betoken 
quiet without proclaiming decay, — I think I could 
go to pieces, after my life's work were done, in one 
of those tranquil places, as sweetly as in any cra- 
dle that an old man may be rocked to sleep in. I 
viuit such spots always with inhniie delight. My 
fKend, the Poet, says, that rapidly growing towns 
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are moat nnfkvorable to tlie imasinative and re- 
flective faculties. Let a man live in one of these 
old quiet places, be says, and Che wine of bis soul, 
which is kept thick and tnrbid by (he rattle of bnsj 
streets, settles, and, as you hold it up, yon may 
see the sun through it by day and tlie stars by 
night 

Do I think that the little villages have the 

conceit of the great towns ? — I don't believe thero 
is much difference. You know how they read 
Pope's line in the smallest town in our Stale of 
MassachosottB 1 — Well, they read it 

" All are bot pari* of oue atnpeDdotu HtLl ! " 

Every person's feelings have a front-door 

and a side-door by which they may be entered. 
The front-door is on the street. Some keep it al- 
ways open ; some keep it latched ; some, locked ; 
some, bolted, — with a chain that will let yon peep 
in, but not get in ; and some nail it up, so that 
nothing can pass its threshold. Tbis frontrdoor 
leads into a passage which opens into an anccrootn, 
and this into the inlerior apartments. Tbc side- 
door opens at once into the sacred chambers. 

There is almost always at least one key to this 
side-door. This is carried for years hidden in a 
mother's bowm. Fathers, brothers, sisters, and 
friends, often, but by no means so universally, have 
duplicates of it. The wedding-ring conveys a right 
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irnaCiire or accident hee pat one of these keys 
into the hands of a person who has the torturing 
instinct, I can only solemnlr prononnce the words 
that Jua^ce niters over its doomed victim, — Tlie 
Lord haae mervg on gour sod .' Yon will probably 
go mad within a, reasonable time, — or, if you are 
a man, run olf and die with your head on a cnrb- 
Btone, in Melbourne or San Francisco, — or, if yon 
are a woman, quBircl sod break your heart, or 
turn into n pale, jointed petriraetion that moTes 
about as if it were alive, or play some real life- 
tragedy or other. 

Be very careful to whom you trust one of these 
keys of the side-door. The fact of possessing one 
renders those even who are dear 10 you very terri- 
ble at times. You ean keep the world oot from 
your front-door, or receive visitors only when joo 
are ready for them ; but those of your own flesh 
and blood, or of certain grades of intimacy, can 
come in at the side-door, if they will, at any hour 
and in any mood. Some of them have a scale of 
your whole nervous system, and can play all the 
gamut of yonr sensibilities in semitones, — touch- 
ing (he naked oerve-pulps as a pianist atrites the 
keys of his instrument. I am satisfied that there 
are as great masters of this nen'e-playing as Vienic- 
temps or Tbalbei^ in their lines of pvrlbrmancc. 
Married life is the school in which the most ac- 
complished artists in this department are found. 
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such a magnificenl compass of sensibilities '. From 
the deep inwiiril moan which followa pressure on 
the great nerves of right, to ihe sharp cry as the 
filamenls of laete are eirnck with a crasliing sweep', 
is a range which no other instrument possesses. 
A few exercises on it daily at home tit a man won- 
derfully lor his habitual labors, uid refresh him 
immensely as he retnms from Ihcm. No stranger 
ean get a great many notes of lorlure out of a hu- 
man soul ; it lakes one that knows it well, — parent, 
child, brother, sister, intimate. Be very careful to 
whom you give a side-door key ; too many have 
them already. 

YoH remember the old story of the tender- 
hearted man, who placed a iaizan 1 iper in his bo- 
som, and was stnng by il when it became thawed? 
If we take a cold-blooded creature into our bosom, 
better that it should sting us and we should die 
than that its cbill should slowly steal into our 
hearts ; warm it we never can 1 I have seen faces 
of women that were fiur to look upon, yet one 
could see that the icicles were forming round these 
women's hearts. I knew what freezing image lay 
on the white breasts beneath the laces ! 

A very simple iaidkclaal mechanism answers 
the necessities of friendship, and even of the most 
intimate telalions of life. If a watch tells us the 
hour and minute, we can be content to carry it 
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about with va for n lifelime, [hough it has no sec- 
ond-hand and is not n repealer, nur a musical 
watch, — though it is not enamelled nor jewelled, 
— in short, though it has littlo beyond the wheels 
required Tor a trustworthy iastmmcnt, adiled to a 
good (iice and a pair of asel'nl hands. The more 
wheels there are in a watch or a brain, (he more 
trouble thej are to take care of. Ttie movemenla 
of exaltation which belong to genius arc egotistic 
by their very nature. A calm, clear mind, not 
subject to the spasms and crises which are so oflea 
met with in creative or intensely perceptive na^ 
tores, is the boat liasis for love or friendship. — Ob- 
serve, I am talting about muds. I won't say, the 
more intellect, the fess capacity for loving ; for 
that would do wrong to Ihc understanding and 
reauon ; — but, on the other liand, that the brain 
often runs away with the heart'!! best blood, which 
gii-ea the world a few pages of wisdom or senti- 
ment or poetry, instead of making one other heart 
happy, I have no question. 

If one's intimate in love or friendship cannot or 
does not share all one's intellectual taaics or pur- 
suits, that is a small matter. Inlelleccual com- 
panions can be found easily in men and bookie. 
After all, if we think of it, most of the world's 
loves and friendships have been between people 
that could not read nor spell. 

Bat to radiaio the heat of the affections into a 
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clod, which absorbs all that is pnared into it, but 
never ivsrina ijeoMth the flunshine of emiles or the 
pressure of hand or lip, — this is the great martyr- 
dom of sensitive beings, — most of all in ihat per- 
petual aato da f€ where young womanhood ia tho 
sacrillra. 

You noticed, perhaps, what I just said 

about the loves and friendships of illiterate per- 
sons, — that is, of tbe human race, with a few ex- 
ceptions here and there. I like books, — I was 
bom and bred among them, and have the easy 
feeling, when I get into their presence, that a stable- 
boy has among horses. I don't think I undervalue 
them either as companions or as instniclurs. But 
I can't help remembering that the world's great 
men have not commonly been great scholars, nor 
its great Bcholars great men. The Hebrew pa- 
triarchs had smati libraries, I ^inh, if any ; yet 
they represent to our imaginations a very com- 
plete idea of manhood, and, I think, if we could 
ask in Abraham to dine with ns men of letters 
next Saturday, we should feel honored by his 
companji. 

What I wanted to say about books is this : that 
there are times in which every active mind fcels 
itself above any and all human books. 

1 think a man mnet have a good opinion 

of himself, sir, — said the divinity-student, — who 
should feel himself above Shakespeare at any timo. 
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My joong fHeni], — I replied, — the man who 
19 never conscious of a Htate of teeling or of intel- 
lectnal effort entirely beyond sxpression by any 
form of words whatsoever is a mere creature of 
language, I can h'tnllj' tielievc there are any such 
men. Wliy, think for a moment of the power of 
music. The nerves that mnkc us alive to it spread . 
ont tso the Professor lelis me) in the most senai- 
tivo region of the tnarrow just where it is wid- 
ening to run upwards into tlio hemispheres. It 
has its seat in the region of sense rather than of 
thought. Yet it produces a continnons and, as it 
were, logical sequence of emotional and intellectual 
changes ; hut liow different from' trains of thought 
■ proper! how entirely beyond the reach of sym- 
bols 1 — Think of humtin passions as compared with 
all phrases I I>id jou ever hear of a man's grow- 
ing lean by the reading of " Romeo and Juliet," 
or blowing his bmins out because I>esdemona was 
maligned ? There are a good many symbols, even, 
that are more enpressive than words. I remem- 
ber a young wife who hud to part with her hasband 
for a time. She did not write a mournfnl poem ; 
indeed, she was a silent person, and perhaps hard- 
ly said a word about it ; but she qnietly turned of 
a deep orange color with jaundice. A great many 
people in this world have but one fi>rm of rhetoric . 
for their profoundest experiences, — namely, to 
waste away and die. Whcu a inan can read, his 
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paroxysm or iteling is passing. When he can 
rend, hie thought htis stuckcned its holil. — Yon 
talk about reading Sliakespeare, nsing him as an 
expression for iho highest intellect, and voa won- 
der that any common person should l>e so presump- 
tuous as to suppose his thought can rise above llie 
text which lies before him. But Chink n moment. 
A child's reading of Shakespeare is one thing, and 
Coleridge'sorSchlcgel's reading of him jsanoiher. 
The saturation-point of each mind difters from (hat 
of every other. But I think it is as true fur the 
small mind which can only take up a little as for 
the great one which takes up much, that the sug- 
gested (rains of (bought and feclint; ou;i;ht always 
to rise above — not (he author, but the reader's 
mental version of the anthor, whoever he may be. 

I think most readers of Shakespeare sometimes 
find themselves thrown into exalted mental condi- 
tions like those produced by music. Then they 
may drop the book, 10 pass at once into the n^on 
of thought without words. We may happen to 
bo Tory dull folks, you and I, and probably are, 
unless there is some particular reason to suppose 
the contrary. But we gel glimpses now and then 
of a sphere of spiritual possibilities, where we, dull 
as we are now, may sail in vast circles round ttie 
largest compass of earthly intelligences. 

1 confess (licre are times when I feel like 

Ihe friend 1 mentioned to you some tiinu ago, — I 
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hutc the very sight of a boot. Sometimes it 
boronies almost a phjuical nccesaity to talk out 
what is in the mimJ, bcrore putting anything else 
into it. It is very bad to have thoughts and feel- 
ings, whicli were meant to come out in talk, atrike 
in, as they say of soiae cumplaints that ought to 
show outwardly. 

1 always believed in life rather than in hooks. 
I suppose every day uf earth, with its hundred 
liiauaund deaths and something more of births, — 
with its loves and hales, its triumphs and defeats, 
its pangs and blisses, has more uf humanity in it 
than all the books that were ever writtun, put 
together. I believe the flowers growing at this 
moment send up more fi'agrance to heaven than . 
was ever exhaled from all the essences ever dis- 
tilled. 

Don't I read up vsrions matters to talk 

about at this tublo or clacwliere? — No, that is 
the last thing I would do. I will tell you my 
rule. Talk about those subjects you Iihvb liod 
long in jour mind, and listen to what others say 
abont subjects you have studied but recently. 
Knowledge and timber should n't be mnch used 
till they are seasoned. 

Physiologists and metaphysicians havs, 

had their attention tamed a good deal of lale to 
the anlomatic and inx'oluntHry actions of the mind. 
I'ut an idea into your intelligence and leave it 
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there an hour, a day, it year, without ertr having 
ot-casion to refur lo ii. When, at laat, you reium 
to it, j'on do not Hii<l it as it was when acquired. 
It has (lomicilialcd itself, so to sppuli, — bceome 
at home, — entered into relations with your other 
thouehCB, and integrated itself with the whole 
fabric of the mind. — Or tnl^e a simple and fninil- 
iar example; Dr. Carpenter has ailduced it. Von 
forget a name, in coiiver^iatiun, — \^ on lalliing, 
witbont making any eflbrt to recall it, — and 
presently the mind evolves it hy its own involun- 
tary and unconscious action, while you were pur- 
suing another train of thought, and the name 
rises of itself to your lips. 

There are aoiiie curious observatkins I should 
like to make about ihe meninl machinery, hut I 
think we are getting rather didactic. 

1 should be gratified, if Benjamin Frank- 
lin would let me know something of liix progress 
in the French language. I mthcr liked that cx- 
erci^ Ibc read us the other day, though I must 
confess I' should hardly dare to translate il, for 
fear some people in a remote city where I once 
lived might think I was drawing their portraits. 

Yes, Paris is a famous place for societies. 

I don't know whether the piece I mentioned I'rom 
the French author was intended simply as Natn- 
ral History, or whether there was not a little 
malice in his deseription. At any rate, when I 



MGootjl>j 



Of THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 163 
gave my translation to B. F. to turn back again 
into French, one reason was tbat I thought JE 
wonid sound a little buld in English, and some 
people might think it was meant Co have some 
local bearing or other, — which the author, of 
course, did n't mean, inasmuch as he conld not be 
aciju^nted nith anything on this Eide of tbc 

[The aliove remarks nere addres-id to the 
schoolmistress, to whom I handed (he pnj)«r after 
looking it over. The divinitv student came and 
read over her shoulder, — vcn curious apparcnllT, 
but his ejea wandered, I thought Fantjing that 
her breathing was somewhat hnrried and high, or 
Ihorack, as mj friend, the Professor, calls it, I 
watched her a little more closely. — It ia none of 
my liuslness. — After all, it is the imponderables 
tliLit move the world, — heat, electricity, loie. — 
ifoief?] 

This is the piece that llenjainiD Franklin made 
into hoarding-school French, such as you see liere ; 
don't ex|)cct too much; — the mistakes give a 
relish to it, I think. 

LeS SoClilTiB POLYPHTSIOPHILOSOPHIQUES. 

Ces Socl^tds Ilk sont niie Institution pour supplier 
aux besoins d'esprit et de co^nr de ces Individus qui 
ont Burv^cu a leurs Amotions ii I'^jwrd du beau sexe, 

Pour devenir menibre d'une de ces Suci^t^s, on 
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doit avoir Is mains de clievenx pwsible. S'il y en 
relate pluBJeura qui resistent itux d^ptlatoires natii- 
relles et autras, on doit avoir qiielquea connni>'sn»ces, 
n'importe dnns quel genre. D^s te iDoment qn'oD 
oavre la porte de la Sociel^, on a un grand IntCrfit 
dans toutes les choees dauC on ne salt rien. Ainsi, nn 
Diicroacopifle dtinoiitre un nouveau flexor du tarie 
d'uB meMoBtlui valyarii. DoviiB earnns improTisfs, 
portane des beside;, et qnl ne connai^aent rien dea 
insectee, s\ <x n'est l«s iiiai'rures du calex, ae pr^ 
cipirent aur rinatrninent, et voient — line grande 
bulla d'air, doni ils B'lmerveitlent avec elTu^ion. Ce 
qui estun apeclacle plein d'inslruotion — pour ceus 
qui ne sont pas de ladite Soct^C& Toa« lea membres 
regardent lea clilmistee en pnrticalier avec un air 
d'inrelligence parfaila pendant qu'ila prouvent dans 
nn diaeonra d'une demiheure que O^ N» H^ Cs, etc., 
font quelque chose qui ii'est bonne a rien, niais qui 
probablement a uue odeur trja dfaagr^able, aelon 
I'Labituds des produits chimiques. Api'^s cela vient 
un maCh^maticien qui voua bourre avec dea a -j- £ et 
vous rappoi'ie enfio un 1 + 9, dont voub n'avei pns 
besoin et qui ne change iiulleinent vos relations avec 
la vie. Un nataraliste voua parle des fonniitions 
ap^oiales des animaux excesaivemeiit inoounus, dont 
vous ii'avez jamais soup^iin^ reniaCence. Alnsi il 
vous dSorIt les /uiiimfe) de eappauSx remnfininit 

qu'un /ailicuU. Vous ne saves paa ce que c'est 

entendu parler du ihigj/wtni. Alnsi vans ^^ez 
toutes ces counaieaances a la Tois, qui a'atCaclieiil A 
votre esprit comme TeKU adhere anx plumes d'un 
canard. Un couialt toutes les langues ex oJUiv en 
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dcvcn^inC membre d'uiie de ces Snci^t^ Ainsi 
qusnd an eiitend lira nn K?Biii Biir \ea dialectes, 



Jo'ira ik ces SwUti^: 1° Le menibre a quedlions; 2' 
Le membra a. " Bylnwa " 

[,ri qua^n est one gp^ciHli'^. Caloi qui en fait 
metier ne fnit jamiiit dea r^ponrei. Lit question e»t 
line mrniiera trti commode de dire les cliose* 9111- 

respire encore! .Vti dm idfS', — voyez moa iiitefli- 
IP-iice! Voiu ne croviez piig, tou» Hutrsa, que je 
BHvai'i quelque clioae de celii! All, noua avoaa un 
pea de sBj^iti-, voyez vous! Noui na Bominet uul. 
iemeiit In bfits qn'on pe iw ! " — LiftiiMa- de qa6i- 
tUHU (loime pat if iiUmfi'rn nuz n'/wm« fu'un Juii ; te 
n'eff /Hu U iJiifu (fl iperintite. 

Le membre ^ " Bylaws" est le bonubon de toutea 
lei^mation9iinonasi.'U'eB et g^n^ reuses qui semoatreut 
dniH la Soci^tS. C'est 1111 empereiir manque, — uu 
tvniii a. la Iroislfime trituratioa. C'est on esprit dur, 
borti^. exact, grand dana les petites^ea. petit dans lea 
gr.iiidenrs, aelon le mot du grand JelTeraon. On ne 
Tniine pas dnns la Society, mais en le reapecle et on 
I] craint. II n'y a qn'un mot pour ce membre au- 
desEUB de " Bylaws." Ce mol est poor lui oe que 
I'Om est am Uindoua. C'eat aa relig'on; il a'y a 
rien audallt. Ce mot Ik c'est la Cunktitutiok t 

Leadites Soci^l^s publient des reuilletons de terns 
en tema. On les trouve abaiidonnfa ik sa porte, aus 
coinme des enfans nouveauiiij, Taute de membrane 
cutanee, on meme papyrae^e. Si on aime le bota- 
uiquc, on y trouve one m^molre Bur leg coquilleei if 
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on fait des etudes zoiilogiques, on trouve un f^ond 
Us de fl*,/ — 1, CB qui doit eire inftniraent plus coin- 
iDode que les eiicyclopMles. Aiiisi il est clnir comma 
la mtttapliysique qn'oti doit devenir membre d'une 
&<x\H6 IbIIb que noua d^erivoiia. 

RtCtUtpour le DepiLituirt Ph^aopbUoto^iqat^ 

CliHUX Vive lb', ss. Kku lioalllatite Oj. 

Depileii avec. Polissej eiieuiCe. 

I told the boy tliut his traniilation into 

French was creditable to him ; and some of the 
coiapanj wiiihinf; lo hear what there was in the 
piece that mtide me smile, 1 turned it into English 
fijr thein, as well as I could, on the spot. 

The landlady's daughter seemed lo be mnrh 
amused by the idea that a depilatory could take 
the plau: of lilcmry and seienlific aecomplish- 
ments ; she wanted me to print the piece, so that 
she might send a copy of it to her consin in Miz- 
zourah ; she did n't think he 'd have to do anything 
to the outside of his head lo get into any of the 
societies ; he had to wear a wig once, when lie 
played a part in a tabnllo. 

No, — said 1, — I shouldn't think of printing 
that in English. I 'II tell you why. As soon as 
you gel a few thousand people together in a town, 
there ia somelwdy that every sharp thing yon say 
\i sure to hit. What if a thing was written in 
Paris or in Pekin ? — that makes no difference. 
Everybody in thoiie cities, or almost everybody, 
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I 'II tell you how I camo \i> know so much 
about averages. There was one season when 1- 
was lecturing, common))', five evenings in tlie 
week, through most of tlie lecturing period. I 
soon found, as most speakers ilo, that it waa 
pleosaurer to work one lecture than to keep sev- 
eral in hand. 

Don't you get sick (o death of one lecture ! 

— said the landlady's daughter, — who had a new 
dress on that day, and was in spirits fur conver- 

1 waa going to talk about averages, — I said, — 
but I have no objection to telling you about Ico 
tnres, to begin with. 

A new lecture always has a certain excitement 
connected with its delivery. One thinks well of 
it, OS of most things fresh from his mind. Aller 
a few deliveries of it, one gets tired and then dis- 
gusted with its repetition. Go on delivering it, 
and the di?<giist passes off, until, afKr one has re- 
peated it a hundred or a hundred and fifty times, 
he rather enjoys the hundred and ftnt or hnndred 
and filty-lirst time, before a new aiidienee. But 
this is on one condition, — that he never lays the 
lecture down and lets it cool. If he ilocs, there 
comes on a loathing for it which is intense, so 
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tliat the Eight of the old bnltcred tnnnu«cript i« 

as bad as iiea-sii:kncss. 

A new lecture is just like any otiicr new tool. 
Wo aae it for n while with pivnsurc. Then it 
blisters our hands, and we hate (o touch it. By 
and hy our hands get callous, and then we hai'c 
no lon^r any sensitiveness about it. Bnt if wc 
give it up, the calluses disappear; and if wc med- 
dle with it n^in, we misa the novelty and get the 
blisters. — The story is often quoted of Whilefield, 
that he said a sermon was good for nothing until 
it had been preached forty times. A lecture 
doc9 n't be^rin to be old until it has passed its hun- 
dredth delivery ; and some, I think, have doubted, 
if not quadrupled, that number. These old lec- 
tures ore a man's best, commonly ; they improve 
by age, also, — like the pipes, fiddles, and poems I 
told you of the other day. One learns to mako 
the most of their strong giolnts and to carry off 
their weak ones, — to take out the really good 
ihin)i:s which don't tell on the audience, and put 
in cheaper tilings that do. All this degrades biin, 
of course, but it improves ibe lecture for general 
delivery. A thoroughly popular lecture ought to 
have nothing in it which five hundred people can- 
not all take in a flash, just as it is uttered. 

No, indeed, — I should be very sorry to 

say anything disrespectful of audiences. I have 
been kindly treated by a great many, and may oc- 
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casiOQally fuce one hereafter. But I tell jon tho 
aserage intellect of finj hundred persons, taken as 
(hey eome, ix not very high. It may be sound 
and safe, so far as it goes, but it is Dot very rapid 
or profound. A lecture ought to he something 
wliicli all can understand, about somclhiag which 
intercats everybody. 1 think, that, if any experi- 
enced lecturer gives you a ditferent oceount from 
this, it will probably be one of those eloquent or 
forcible speakers who hold an audience by the 
charm of their manner, wh:itcver they talk about, 
— even when Ihey don't talk very well. 

But an aixrage, which was what I meant to 
speak nbuut, is one of the most extrounlinary 
subjects of observation and stud,v. It is awful in 
its uniformity, in its automatic necessity of action. 
Two communities of ants or bees are exactly alike 
in all their actions, so far as we can sec. Two 
lyceum assemblies, of live hundred each, are so 
nearly alike, that tliey are absolutely undistin- 
guidhable in many coses by any definiie mark, 
and there is nothing but the place and time by 
which one can tell the <■ remarkably intelligent 
audience " of a town in New York or Ohio from 
one in any New England town of similar size. 
Of course, if ony principle of selection has come 
in, OS In those special associations of young men 
which are common in cities, it deranges the uni- 
formity of the assemblage. But let there be no 
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such inlcrfflring circumstances, snd one knows 
pretty will even the look the auJicnce will have, 
before he goes. Front seats: a lew old folka, — 
shiny-hended, — slnnt up best ear towards (he 
s]>eaker, — drop olf asleep after a while, when the 
air begins lo get a little narcotic with carbonic 
acid. Briglit women's faces, yoang and middle- 
aged, a little behind these, but towanl the front — 
(pick out the best, and lecture mainly to that.) 
Here and there a countenance, sharp and scholar- 
like, and a dozen pretiv female ones sprinkkil 
about. An indefinite number of pflirs of youn;; 
people, — hap)iv, but not alwavs very attentive. 
Boys, in the biiekgroand, more or less quiet. Dull 
faces here, there, — in how many places ! I don't 
say dull peoi^, but faces without a ray of sympa- 
thy or a movement of cxppasion. They are what 
kill the lecturer. These negative fai-es with tlieir 
vacuous eyes and stony lineaments pump and suek 
the warm soul out of him ; — that is the chief 
reason why lecturers grow so pale before the sea- 
Biin is over. They render latent any amount of 
vital caloric ; they act on our minds as those 
eold-btoaded creatures I was talking about act on 
our hearts. " 

Out of all these inevitable elements the audience 
is generated, — a great compound vertebrate, as 
much like fifty others yon have seen as any two 
luaminals of the same species are like each other. 
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Each audience laughs, and ench cries, in just Ihe 
same places of your lecture ; thai is, if you make 
one lan;;h ur ciy, you make all. Even those little 
indescribahle movements which a lecturer takes 
cognizance of, just as a driver notices his horse'e 
cocking his ears, are surd 10 come in exactly the 
same place of your lecture always. I declare to 
you, (hat, as the monk snid about the picture in 
the convent, — that he sometimes th»ngbt, the liv- 
ia<: tenants ivere the shadows, and the painted 
ti;:ure8 the realities, — 1 have some^mes felt as if 
I were a wiuiduriDg spirit, and this great nnchang- - 
ing mull iveriebrate which I faced night after nighi 
was one ever-listening animal, which writhed along 
after mc wherever I fled, and coiled at my feet 
every evening, turning up to me the same sleep- 
less eyes which I thought I had closed with my 
lost, drowsy incantation 1 

O yesl' A thousand kindly and courte- 
ous acts, — a thousand faces that melted individ- 
ually oat of my recollection as the April snow 
melts, but only to si«at away and find the beds 
of flowers whose roots arc memory, but which 
blossom in poetry and dreams. I am not un- 
grateful, nor unconsciona of all the good feehng 
and intelligence everywhere to be met with through 
the vast parish to which the lecturer ministers. 
But when I set forth, leading a string of my 
mind's daughters tu market, an the countrv-folk 
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fetch in their strings of horses — Pardoo me, that 
was a coariie fellow who sneered at the Eyinpathy 
waited on an unhappy lecturer, aa if, be<'.auBe he 
WHS decently paid for hie eervicca, he had there- 
fore sold his sensitiilities. — Familj men get drend- 
fnlty homesick. In i\w remote and bleak village 
the heart returns to the red blaze uf the logs in 
one's fireplace at home. 

if he owns any vonlhful savBgca. — No, the world 
' has a million roosbt Gjr a man, but only one nest. 

It is a fine thing to be an oraele lu whieli 

an appeal is always made in all discnssions. The 
men of facts wait their turn in grim silence, with 
that slight tension about the nostrils which the 
consciouaneaH of earrying a. " settler " in the form 
of a fact or a revolver gives the individnal thns 
armed. When a person is really full of informa- 
tion, and does not abuse it to crush conversation, 
his part is to that of the real talkers what the in- 
stramental accompaniment is in n trio orquanetia 
of vocalists. 

What do I mean by the real lalkera ? — 

Why, the people with fresh ideas, of course, and 
plenty of good warm worda to dreas them in. 
Facta always yield the place of honor, in conver- 
sation, to thout;hts about facts ; but if a false note 
is uttered, down comes the finger on tlie key and 
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the roaii of faints nsserts hia true ilignity. I hnve 
known three of these men of Tucls, nt least, who 
were alwaja forujiilable, — and one of them waa 

Yea. a infln soiaeliincs makes a j^rani] ap- 
pearance on a particular occa^1lon ; but these men 
knew something about almost everything, and 
never made mistakes, — He ? Veaeera in Oral-rate 
style. The maliogany scales off now and then in 
spots, and then you see the cheap light stuff. — I 

found very fine in conversational information, 

the otlier day when we were in company. The 
talk ran npon mounlains. He was wonderfully 
well acquainted with the leading facta about the 
Andes, the Apennines, and the Appalachians ; 
he had nothing in partieular to say about Ara- 
rat. Ben Nevis, and various other mountains that 
were mentioned. By and by some Revolulionery 
anecdote came up, and he sliowcd singular famil- 
iarily with the lives of the Adamses, and gave 
many details relating to Major Andre'. A point 
of Nature History being suggested, he gave an 
excellent account of the air-bladder of fishes- He 
was very full upon tlie subject of agriculture, bnt 
retired from the eonversation when borticullure 
was introduced in the discussion. So he seemed 
well acquainted with the geology of anthracite, 
but did not pretend to know anything of other 
kinds of coal. There was something so odd about 
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tlie extcnl and limitations of his knowledge, that 
1 EDSpeclcd all «t onre what might be the meaning 
of it, and wnited till I got an opportunitv. — Have 
you seen the " New American CjclopKdia?" said 
I. — I have, he replied ; I received an early copy. 
— How (ax does it go ! — He turned red, and an- 
swered, — To Aragiiay. — O, said I to mjsell', — 
not quite so Ikr as Ararat ; — that is the reason he 
knew notliing about it ; but he must have read all 
the rest simiglil tbrongh, and, if lie can remember 
what is ill [his volume until lie has read all those 
that are lo come, he will know more than 1 ever 
thought he wonld. 

Since I had this experience, I hear that some- 
body else has reUted n similar story. I did n't 
borrow ir, for all that. — I maile a comparison at 
table gon>e time since, which lias often been quoted 
and received many compliments. It was that of 
the mind of a bigot to the pupil of the eye ; the 
more lijjht you pour un il, tlie mure it contracts. 
The simile is a very obvious, and, I suppose I 
D>ay now say, a happy one ; for it has just been 
shown me that it occurs in a Preface lo certain 
Political Poems of Thomas Moore's published long 
before my remark was repeated. When a person 
of fair character for literary honesty uses an image 
audi as another has employed beibie him, the pre- 
sumption is, that he has struck upon it indepen- 
dently, or unconsciously recaJlod it, supposing it 
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It is impossible to tctl, in a great mnny cases, 
wticther a comparison wliieh suddenly suggests it- 
self is a new conception or a recollection. 1 Vi\A 
Tou the other day that I never n-rolc a line of verse 
that Bccmed to me comparatively good, bnt it ap- 
peared old at once, and of)en as if it had been 
borrowed. But I confess I never suspected tlie 
above comparison of being old, except from the 
fact of its obviousness. It is proper, however, that 
I proceed by a formal instrument to relinquish all 
claim to any property in an idea given to the world 
at about the time when I had just joined the class 
in which Master Thomas Moore was then a some- 
what advanced scholar. 

I, therefore, in full possession of my native hon- 
esty, but knowing the liability of all men to be 
elected to public ofUce, and for that reason feeling 
tmcerlain how soon 1 raaj be in danger of losing 
it, do hereby renounce all claim 10 being consid- 
ered the first person who gave utterance to a cer- 
tain simile or comparison referred to in the accom- 
panying docnmcnts, and relating to the pupil of 
the eye on the one part and the mind of the bigot 
on the other. I hereby relinquish all glory and 
profit, and especially all claims to letters from au' 
tograph collectors founded upon my supposed prop- 
erty in the above comparison, — knowing well, 
that, according to the laws of literature, they who 
speak first hold the fee of the thing s^d. I do 
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a agree that all Editors of Cvclopiediiie 



BiographirnI DictionBries, all Publisher;! of Re- 
v'levif and Papers, and all Critics writing therein, 
shall be at liberty to retract or qualify any opin- 
ion predicnted on the supposition that I was the 
sole and undisputed author of the above eompan 
son. But, inasmuch as 1 do nltirm that the com 
parison aforesud was utlcred li; me in the firm 
belief that it was new and wholly mv own nnd 
as I have good reason to think that I had ne\i.r 
seen or heard it when lirst expressed by me, and 
aa it is well known that different persons may in- 
dependently ntter the same idea, — as is evinced 
by that rBiuiliar line from Donatus, 



now, therefore, I do request by this i 
that all well-disposed persons will abstain from aS' 
serting or implying that I am open lo any aeca- 
sarion whatsoever touching the said compariton, 
and, if thuy have so asserted or implied, tliat they 
will have the manliness forthwith to retract tlie 



I think few persons have a greater disgust for 
plagiarism than myself. If 1 had even Buspectcil 
that the idea in question was borrowed, I should 
have disclaimed originality, or men^oned the coin- 
cidence, as I once did in a case where 1 bad hap- 
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pcned to hit on an idea of Swin's. — But nhnt 
aliall I do about these versos I was going to read 
you^ lam afrdd that half mankind would ac- 
cuse me of stealing tlielr thoughts, if I printed 
Cliem. I am convinced that several of you, espe- 
cially if jou are getting a little on in life, will rec- 
ognize some of these sentiments as having passed 
through your (?onscioiisiics9 at some time, I can't 
help it, — ilia loo laie now." Theveraea are writ- 
ten, apd jou must liave [hem. Listen, then, and 
jou shall hear 

WHAT WE ALL THINK. 
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|^^«fc]inS particular record is noiewonhy 
^w^^ principally for containing a paper by 
S^^^S my friend, the Professor, with a poem 
^^^"^ or two annexed or intcrcaJated. I 
would suggest (o young persons that they should 
pasB over it for the present, and read, instead of 
ii, thai, story about the young man who was in 
love with the young lady, and in great trouble for 
something tike nine pages, bat happily married on 
the tenth page or thereabouts, which, I take it for 
granted, will be contained in the periodical where 
this is found, unless it difier from all other publi- 
cations of the kind. Perhaps, if such jomig peo- 
ple will lay the number aside, and lake it up ten 
years, or a little more, from the present time, they 
may find somtthing in it for ibcir adiantage. 
They can't possibly understand it all now.] 

My friend, the ProR^sor, began talking with me 
one day in a dreary sort of way. I eoald n't got 
at the difficulty for a good while, but at last it 
turned out that soraebociy had been calling him on 
old man. — He did n't mind \di students calling 
him the old man, he said. That was a technical 
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expression; and he thought thai he remembered 
hearing it applied u> himecir when he was about 
twcnl}'-tive. It may be considered as a familiar 
and Bometimes endearing appolladon. An Irish- 
womm calls her huslmnd -'the old mnn," and he 
returns the caressing cxprcssioo hj speaking cf 
her as " the old woman." But now, sud he, just 
suppose a case like one of these. A joang stran- 
ger is overheard talking of yon as a very nice old 
gentleman. A friendly and genial critic speaks 
of your green old age as illustrating the truth of 
some axiom you had uttered with reference to that 
period of life. What / call an old man is a per- 
son wiih a smooth, shining crown and a fringe of 
scattered while hairs, seen in the streets on sun- 
shiny days, stooping as lie walks, bearing a cane, 
moving (-aationsly and slowly ; telling old etorica, 
smiling at present follies, living in a narrow world 
of dry habits ; one that remains waking when 
others have dropped asleep, and keeps a liltte 
night-lamp-flame of life burning year after year, 
if the lamp is not npsct, and there is only a care- 
ful liand held round it to prevent the pufia of 
wind from blowing the flame out. That 'a what I 
call an old ninn. 

Now, said the Professor, you don't mean to 
tell me that I have got to that yet? Why, bless 
you, I am several years short of the time when — 
II knew what was coming, and could hardly keep 
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(him tau);hlng ; twcntj years ago he ased to quota 
it till one of thos« abnurd speeches men of geniiu 
will make, and now be is going to argue from it] 

— several jears short of tiie time when Balznc sayi 
cliat men are — most — you know — dangerous to 

— the hearts of — in short, most to be drcHdinl liy 
dnennos that have charge uf susceptible feniales. 
~ What age is that t saUl I, statistically. — Fifty, 
two years, answered ihc Profeasor. — Bahac ought 
loltnow.aaiill, if itis true that GootbeBaidofhini, 
tliu each of his stories must have been dug out of 
a woman's heart. But fifty-two is a high figure- 
Stand in the light of the window, Professor, 

said I. — The Professor look up the desired posi- 
tion. — You have white hairs, I said. — Had 'em 
any time these twenty years, said Uie Professor. — 
And the crow's-lV>ot, — pa aiaerinas, rather. — Tlie 
Processor smiled, as I wanted him to, and the folds 
radiated like the ridges of a half-opened fan, from 
tbe outer eomer of the eyea lo the temples- — And 
the cali[na'3, said I- — What are the calipers f ho 
asked, curiously- — Why, tlie parenthesis, said I, 
Partnlietitf said the Professor; what's that? — > 
Why, look in ^e glass when yon are disposed 10 
laugh, and see if your mouth is n't rramcd m a 
couple of crescent lines, — so, my boy ( ) — It "s 
all nonsense, said the Professor; just look at my 
bkeps ; — and he liegnn pulling off his coat to show 
me his arm. Be careful, said I; you can't bear 
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exposure to the air, at your lime of lite, as ^on 
could once. — I will box with you, stud the Pro- 
fessor, row with you, walk with you, ride with 
you, Bwim with you, or sit at table with yon, for 
fifty dollars a side. — Pluck survives stamina, I 

The Profi^aor went id a little oat of humor. 

A few weeks afterwards he came in, looking very 
good-natured, and hronghl me a.paper, which I 
have here, and from which I shall read you some 
portions, if you don'l object. He had been think- 
ing the mutter over, he said, — had read Cicero 
" De Senectute," and mnxle up his mind to meet 
old age half way. These were some of his reflec- 
tlona that he had wiitten down; so here you have 

THK PROFESSOR'S PAPER. 
There is no doubt when old age begins. The 
human body is a fnmuce which keeps in blast 
threescore years and ten, more or less. It bums 
about three hundred pounds of carbon a year, (be- . 
Bides other fuel,) when in fair working order, ac- 
cording to a great chemist's estimate. When the 
lire slackens, life declines ; when it goes out, we 

It has been shown by some noted French exper- 
imenters, that the amount of combustion increases 
up CO about the thirtieth year, remains stationury 
lu about forty-five, and then diminishes. This 
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last is the point where oM n^ starts frum. The 
great fact of physical life ia the perpetual com- 
merce with the elements, and the fire is the meas- 
ure of it. 

About this time of lilb, if food is plenty where 
you live, — for that, jou know, regulates matri- 
mony, — you may be expecting (o flnJ yourself a 
grandfather some fine morning ; a kind of domestic 
felicity that gjves on* a cool shiver of delight to 
thinit of, as among the not remotely possible events. 

I don't mind much those slipshod lines Dr. 
Johnson wrote to Thrale, telling her about life'i* 
declining from Uurly-fioe ; the furnace is in full blast 
for ten years longer, as I have said. The Romans 
came very near the mark ; their age of enlistment 
reached from seventeen to Ibrty-six years. 

What is the use of lighting against the sca-sons, 
or the lilies, or the movements of the planetary 
boilics, or ttiis' ebb in the wave of life that floiva 
through us 7 Wc are old fellows from the mo- 
ment the fire begins to go out. Let ns always be- 
have like gentlemen when we are introduced to 
new acquaintance. 

Inclpit ABegoria Senedvth. 

Old Age, this is Mr. Professor; Mr. Professor, 
this is Uid Age. 

Old Age. — Mr. Profia'sor, I hope to see jon 
well. I have known you tur some tinio, though 
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I think you did nut know me. Shall we walk 

down the street ti^ether ? 

Profasor (drawing back n little). — We can 
talk more quietly perhaps in my study- Will 
jon tell me bow it ia you icem to be acqnainted 
with everybody yon are iotrodoced to, (hough he 
evidently considers you tin entire stranger 1 

Old Age. — I make it a rule never to force 
myself upon a person's recognition .until I have 
known him at \east fine years. 

Professor. — Do you mean to say that you have 
known me so long as that! 

Old Age. — I do. I left my card on you longer 
^o than that, but I am afraid you never read it; 
yet I see yon have it with you. 

Professor. — Where t 

Old Agt. — There between yonr eyebrows, — 
three straight lines running up and down ; all the 
probate courts know that token, — ''Old Age, hi» 
mark," Put your forefinger on the inner end of 
one eyebrow, and your middle finger on the inner 
end of the other eyebrow ; now leparate the fin- 
gers, and yuu will smooth out my sign-manual; 
that 's the way you used to look before I left my 

Pi-ofetsor. — What messa^ do people generally 
send back when you first call on them t 

Old Age. — Not at home. Then I leave n card 
and go. Next year I call ; get the same answer ; 



MGootjl>j 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE 185 
leave another card. So for five or six, — Bome- 
times ten years or more. At last, if they don't 
let me in, I break in through tlie front door or 
tlie winilovra. 

Wc ■ talked together in this way eome tinic. 
Then Old Age amd ngain, — Come, let db v&lk 
donn the street together, — and ollered me a cane, 
an eye-giass, a tippet, and a pur of oyer^hoeg. — 
Nu, mnch obliged to yon, said L I don't want 
those things, and I bad a little rather talk witb 
you bere, privately, in my study. So I dressjcd 
myself up in a jaunty way and walked out alone ; 
— got a f^l, caught a cold, was laid up with a 
lumbago, and had ^me 10 think over this whole 
matter. 

Explicit AlUgoria SeiKClutii. 
We have settled when old age begins. Like all 
Nature's processes, it is gentle and gradual in its 
approaches, strewed with allusions, and all its lit- 
tle griefs sootbed by natural scdadves. But the 
iron band is not less irresistible because it wears 
the velvet glove. The butionwooil throws off its 
bark in large flakes, which one may find lying at 
its foot, pushed out, and at last pushed off, by that 
tranquil movement from beneath, which is too 
slow to be seen, but too powerful lo be arrested. 
One tinds them always, but one rarely sees them 
fall. So it is our youth drops from us, — scales 
off, sapless and lifiilesi, and lays bare the tender 
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fresh growth of olil flg;e. Looked 
Bt collecCLvely, ibe changes of old nge appear as a 
series of personal insults and indignities, termi- 
nating at last in death, which Sir Thomiis Browne 
has called " the very disgrace and ignominy of our 



No, no, — this will never do. Talk about men, if 
you will, but spare the poor ivomen. 

We have a brief description of seven singes of 
life by a remarkably good obsen'er. It is very 
proEuniptuonB to attempt to add to it, yet I have 
been struck with the fact that life admits of a nat- 
ural analysis into no less tlian 6Cteen distinct pe- 
riods. Taking the five primary divisions, ioftncy, 
childhood, jonth. manhood, old age, each of these 
has its own three periods of immaturity, complete 
development, and decline. I recognize an M baby 
at once, — with its " pipe and mug," (a slick of 
candy and a porringer,) — bo does everybody ; 
aud an old child shedding its milk-teeth is only a 
little prototype of the old man shedding his per- 
manent ones. Fitly or thereabouts is only the 
childhood, as it were, of old age ; the graybcanl 
youngster must l« weaned from his hile suppers 
uow. So you will sec that jou have to make (if. 
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te«n atagos at any rate, and Ibat it n'ould not be 
hard to make twenty-five ; five primary, each wilh 
five Becondarj divisions 

The infancy and thildliood of commencing o'd 
age have the same ingenuous simplieity nnd de- 
lighirul nnconsciouiness ahout them as the first 
stage of the earlier periods of hfe show" The 
great dthision of mankind \i in supposing that to 
be indiMdiial and eteeptionni which \s univeraal 
and according to law. A person is always star- 
tled when he hears himaelf seriously called an old 
man (br the first time. 

Nature gets as out of youth into manhood, aa 
sailors are hurried on board of vcascls, — in a titate 
of intoxication. We are hustled into mntnrity 
reeling with our passions and imagi nations, and 
we have drifi«d far away ftttm port bclbre we 
awake out of our illusions. Bnt to carry 11s out 
of mntnrity into old age, withnnt our hnowinR: 
where we are going, she drugs us with strong opi- 
ates, and so we stagger along with wide-open cyca 
that see nothing until snow enough has fallen on 
our heads lo rouse our comatose brains out of their 

There is one mark of age that strikes me more 
than any of the physical ones ; — I mean the for- 
mation of IIMts. An old man who shrinks into 
himself falls into ways that become as positive and 
OS much beyond the reach of outside iuHuences us 
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if they were governed by clock-work. The frnirad 
functions, as ihe physiologisrs call tliem. in dintinc- 
tion fh)ni the on/anic, tend, in the proceas of deteri- 
oration lo wliich age and neglei't united grnduelty 
lead ^em, to assume the periodical or rhythmical 
type of nwvement. Every man's lieart (this organ 
lielongs, you know, to the organic system) has a 
regular mode of action ; but I know a great many 
nien whose bmiia, and all llieir voluntary exist- 
ence flowing from Ibeir lirsina, have a tgslole and 
di/istnlt as regnlar as ihatofthe heart itself. Habit 
is the approximation of the animal system to the 
organic. It is a confbssiun of failure in the high- 
est function of being, which involves a jicrpetual 
self-ileierminaiion, in fnll view of all existing cir- 
cunistaoces. But habit, you sec, is an action in 
present circumstances from past motives. It is 
substituting a i-ii a leigo for the evolution of living 

When a man, instead of burning up three bnn- 
dred pounds of carbon a year, has got down to 
two hundred and fifty, it is plain enough he must 
economize force somewhere. Now habit is u la- 
bor>«Hving invention which enables a man (o get 
along with less fuel, — that is all ; for fncl is force, 
yon know, just as much in the page I am writing 
Sn j'ou as in the locomotive or the legs that cany 
it to you. Carbon is the same thing, whether you 
coll it wood, or coal, or bread ami cheese. A rer- 
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orend gentleman demurred H 

if, because combustion is assertc^l to be the »ine 
qua mm of thoueht, therefore thought is alleged lo 
be a purely chemical process. Facts of chcmiairj- 
nre one thing, I told him, and facts of conscious- 
ness another. It can be proved to him, hy a very 
eimpie analysis of some of liis spare elements, that 
every Sunday, when he does his duty faithfully, 
he uses up more phosphorus ont of his brain nnd 
nerves than on onlinary itays. But tiieu he hod 
his choice whether to do his duty, or to ncglei't it, 
and save his phosphorus nnd Other combustibles. 

It follows from all this that the formation of hab- 
its ought naturally to be, as it is, the special char- 
acteristic of age. As for the muscular powers, 
they pass their maximum long liefora the lime 
when the true decline of life begins, if we may 
judge by the experience of (he ring. A man is 
" stale," I think, in their language, soon after 
thirty, — often, no doubt, much earlier, as gen- 
tlemen of the pugilistic profession are exc«cd- 
iii^ly npl to keep their vital lire burning uiiih the 
tdoa-er up. 

So for without Tully. But in the mean 

time I have been reading the treatise, " De Seneo 
tnte." It is not lung, bat a leisurely performance. 
The old gentleman was sixty-three years of age 
when he addressed it to his frieml T. Pomponius 
Alliens, £q., a person of disi 
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three jears older. We road it when we are school- 
boys, forget all about it for thirly ycard, and then' 
take it up a^ain by a natural instinct, — provided 
always that wc read Latin as we drink water, 
without stopping to taste it, a.'j all of us who ever 
learned it at school or collegie ought to do. 

Cato is the chief spcukur in the dialogne. A 
good deal of it is what would be cflilled in vulgar 
phrase " slow." It unpacks and anfolds incident- 
al illustrations which a modem writer would look 
at the back of, and toss each to its pigeon-hole. 
I think ancient classics and ancient people are 
alike in the tendency to this kind of expansion. 

An old doctor cjime to mo once (this is literal 
fact) with some contrivance or other for people 
with broken fcneepans. As the patient would be 
confined for a good while, be might find it dull 
work to sit with hia hands in his lap. Reading. 
the ingenious inventor suggested, would be an 
agreeable mode of passing the time. He men- 
tioned, in his written accoOnt of his contrivani-e, 
various works that might amuse the weary hour, 
( remember only three, — Don Quixote, Tom 
Jones, and Walls on the Mind. ■ 

It is not generally understood that Cicero's 
etsay was delivered as a lyeeum lecture (coacio 
jiopiJaria), at the Temple of Mercury. The jour- 
nals (popi/ri) of the day {" Tempora Quotidiana," 
— " Tribunus Qnirinalis," — " Prieco Romanus," 
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uid the rest) gav« abstracts of it, one of wh[ch I 
have translated and modernized, es being a sub- 
g^tute Ibr the analysis I intended 10 make. 

IV. Kai. Mart 

The lecture at the Temple of MercurT, la»t 
evening, was well attended by tlie rfi'M of our ■ 
great city. Two hundred thousand sestcrtin were 
thought to have been represented in the house. 
The doors were besieged by a mob of shabby fel- 
lows (iBotttm vuhjus), wlio were at length quieted 
after two or three bad been somewhat roughly 
bundled {gladio jaguJati). The speaker was the 
wBli-known Mark TuUy, Eq., — the subject Old 
Age. Mr. T. has a lean and scraggy person, with 
a very unpleasant exeroseence upon his nasal 
feature, from ivhich hia nickname of chkk-pen 
(Cicero) is said by some to be derived. As a 
lecturer is public prop^ty, we may remark, that 
his outer garment (toga) was of cheap scutF and 
Homewhat woro, and that his general style and 
a])pearance of dross and manner (AoWiiia, vealilat- 
giie) were sotnewlial ]>rovincial. 

The lecture consisted of an imaginary dialogue 
between Cato and Lcelius We found the first 
por^on rather heavy, and retired a few moments 
for refreshment (pocala quaduin mm) — All want 
to reach old age, says Cato, and grumble when 
Ihey gel it; therefore ihcv are donkeys. — The 
lecturer will allow us to saj thitt he is die donkey ; 



MGoOtjl>J 



191 THE AUTOCRAT 

we knoiT <re shall grnmble at old age, but ira 
want to live throu);h youth and manhood, in ipiie 
of the tronblcs ho shall groan over. — There was 
eonslderable prosing as to what old age can do 
and can'L — True, bat not new. Certainly, old 
folks can't jump, — break the necka of their thigh- 
bones {Jemarum cervica) if they do; can't crack 
nuls with their teeth ; enn't climb a greased pole 
(ino/uffl inuncfum naaidere bob poaaaal) \ but they 
can tell old stories and give you good advice ; if 
they know what you have made up your mind to 
do when you ask them. — All this is well enon^b, 
but won't set the Tiber un fire {Tiberim aoxiider* 
BfljuoflHain potest). 

There were some clover things enough {dkia 
baud inepta), a. lew of which are worth reporting. 

— Old people are accused of being Ibrgetful; 
hut ibey never forget where they huvo put their 
money. — Nobody is so old be doesn't think ha 

. can live a year. — The lecturer quoted an ancient 
muiin), — Grow old early, if yon would bo old 
long, — but dittputed it, — Authority, he thought, 
was tbo chief privilege of ago. — It is not great to 
have money, but flue to govern those tbnt have it. 

— Old age begins at fvrtg-iix years, according to 
the common opinion. — It is not every kind of 
old age or of wine that grows sour with time. — 
Some excellent remarks were made on immortal- 
ity, but mainly borrowed from and credited to 
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Plato. — Several pleasing anccilolcs were told. — 
Old Milo, champiun of ihe hcav; weights in bis 
day, looked at his arms and whimpered, " They 
*rB dead." Not 60 dead as you, you old fool, — 
sajs Cato; — you never were good for anythint; 
bill for your shoulders and flanks. — Pisii^lratui 
asked Solon what made him dare to be so obsti- 
uate. Old age, Baid Sulon. 

The lecture was on the whole accepiabJe, and a 
crvilit to oar culture and civilization. — Ttie re- 
porter goes on Co stale that there will be no lec- 
ture next week, on account of the expected com- 
bat between the bear and the barbarian. Betting 
(■jwnsi'o) two to one {dm ad aniim] on tliu Iwur. 

After all, the most encourajpng things I 

find in the treati^, '• D.: Senectule," arc the 
stories of men who have fuuud new occnpations 
when growing old, or kept up their common pui^ 
suits in the exireiiio period of life. Cato learned 
Greek when he was old, and speaks of wishing 10 
learn tlio fiddle, or some such insirument ijidi- 
bat), after the example of Socrates. Solon learned 
something new, every day, in his old age, as he 
gloried to proclaim. Cyrus pointed out witll 

pride and pleasure the trees he had piBnted wiiU 
his own hand. [1 remember a pillar on the Puke 
of North urn bcrlarid's estate at Alnwick, with an 
ioscripiion in similar words, if nut the same. 
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That, like other country pleasures, never wears 
out None is too rich, none too poor, none too 
young, none too old to enjoy it.) There is a New 
England etory I have heard more lo the point, 
however, than any of Cicero's. A young farmer 
was uri^cd to set out some apple-trees. — No, said 
he, they are too long growing, and I don't want 
to plant for other people. The young farmer's 
father was spoken lo about it, but he, with better 
reason, alleged that apple-trees were Blow and life 
was fleeting. At last some one mentioned it to 
the old grandfather of the young farmer. He had 
nothing else to do, — so he stuck in some trees. 
He lived long enough lo drink barrels or cider 
made from the apples that grew on those trees. 

As for myself, after visiting a friend lately. -- 
[Do remember all the lime that this is the Profes- 
sor's paper.] — I satisfied myself that I hud better 
concede the fact that — my contemporaries are not 
so young as lliey have been, — and that, — awk- 
ward as it is, — science and history agree in telling 
me thai I can claim the imrannities nnd must own 
Ibehuniiliationsof the early stage of senility. Ah t 
but we have all gone down the hill together. The 
dandies of my time have split their waistbands 
and taken to high-low shoes. The beauties of niy 
recollections — where are they? They have run 
the gauntlet of years as well as 1. First [he years 
pelted ihem witli red ro:>es till ibcir cliecks were 
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all on lire, B; and by tbev began throwing white 
rOses, and iliat morning flush passc<I away. At 
last one of tha years ttircw a snow-liall, and after 
that no year let the poor K^t\s pass willjout throw- 
ing enow-balls. And then came rongher missiles, 
— ice and stones ; and from time to time an ar- 
row whistled, and down went one of the poor girls. 
So there are but faw left ; and we don't call those 
U\y gtris, but 

Ah me! here .am I groaning jast as the old 
Greek ^ghed Ai, at.' and the old Roman, Elie,J 
I hare no doubt we should die of shame and grief 
at the indignities olTcrcd us by age, if it were not 
tliHI we see so many others as badly or worse o(f 
than ourselves. We always compare ourselves 
Willi our contemporaries. 

[I wan interrupted in my rending just here. 
Belbro I began nt the next breakrast, 1 read them 
these verses ; — I hope yon will like ihtm, and get 
a useful lesiioii from them.] 

THE LAST BLOSSOM. 



It played nlth OmUic's •ilvemi hal 

And in»iiy a Holy F.tbert " nlwe ■' 

Hu uFUf niiuolbinl Ike pspul cbalr 
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The maiii oT Eppl'i imVf gloir. 

Tranced in her I/ml'i Ornipi»n«n>llo 

Hit l<>uii-1o»lng Memphiin llfi,— 
Thennuky dmigliter of the Nile 



Might we bat shure nae wiH careH 
And E»rlh-B hrvwi., cHngLng lipt Impn 



Flung from hi 

A lamo. mi 

LlKht 08 » iMi 
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As to awing up bccanae the alinanoc or the 
Family-Bible says ihac it is aboat time lo do it, 1 
liave no intention of doing any such thing. I 
grant you that I bum less carbon than aumc years 
ago. I see people of iny staniiing really good for 
nothing, decrepit, elietc, la Unre inft'rieare dtja pea- 
dante, with what little lifo they have \e{t mainly 
eoneentralcd in their epigastrium. But as Ihe 
disease of old age is epidemic, endemic, and spo- 
radic, and everybody that lives long enough ia 
sure to catch it, I am going in say, for the encour- 
agement of such as need it, how I treat the miUady 

First. As I fcel, that, when I have anything to 
<to, there is less time for il than when I was young- 
er, I tind that I give my attention more thorough- 
ly, and use my time more economically than ever 
before ; so that I can learn anything twice as easily 
as in my earlier days. I am not, therefore, afraid 
to attack a new study. 1 took up a difficult lan- 
guage a very few years ago ivith good success, and 
think of mathematics and metaphysics by and by. 
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Secondly. I have opened my eyes ra \ fpoA 
ninny neglected privileges and jilcasiires within my 
reach, and requiring only a litlle courage to eiijoy 
ihem. You may well sD]>pogc it pleased me to 
Hnd that old Caio was thinking of learning to play 
the fiddle, when I had delibcralclj taken it up hi 
my old age, and satisfied myself that I could get 
much eomliirt, it' not much music, out of iL 

Thirdly. 1 have found that some of those active 
exercises, which iire commonly thought to belong 
to young folks only, may be enjoyed at a much 
later period. 

A young {Hend has lately written an admirable 
article In one of the journals, entitled, " Saints and 
their Bodies." Approving of hia general doctrines, 
and grateful for bis records of per«>nai experience, 
I cannot refuse to add my own experimental con- 
firmation of his eulogy of one piuiicular form of 
active exercise and amusement, namely, boating. 
For the past nine years, 1 have rowed about, dur- 
ing a good pai't of ihe summer, on fresh or salt 
water. My present fleet on the river Charles con- 
sists of three row-boats, I. A small flat-bottomed 
skilT of the shape of a flut-lron, kept mainly to lend 
to boys. 2. A fancy " dory " for two pairs of 
sculls, in which I sometimes go out with my yoang 
folks. 3. My own particular waicr-sulky, a " skd- 
elon " or " shell " race-boat, twenty-two feet long, 
with huge outriggers, which boat 1 pull with ten- 
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foot scullt, — alone, ofcoune, as it holds but ono, 
and tips him out, if he does n't minil what he is 
about. In this I glide around the Back Bay, 
down ihe stream, up the Charles to Cambridge 
and Watertown, np the Mystic, niund the whanea, 
in the tvnke of sicamhoata, which Icnve a swell af- 
ter them delightful xo rock upon ; I lin^p^ under 
the bridges, — those "caterpillar bridges," as my 
brother professor so happily called them ; rub 
l^unst the black sides of old wood-schooners ; 
cool down under the overhanging stem of some 
(all Indiaman ; stretch across (o the Nary-Yard, 
where the sentinel warns me off from the Ohio, — 
just as if I should hurt her by lying in her shadow ; 
then strike out into the harbor, where the water 
gets clear and the air smells of the ocean, — till all 
at unee I remember, that, if a west wind blows up 
of a sudden, 1 shall drift along past the islands, 
oHtof eight of tliB dear old State-house, — plate, 
tumbler, knife and fork all waiting at home, but 
no chair drawn up at the table, — all the dear peo- 
ple waiting, waiting, waiting, while the boat is 
sliding, sliding, sliding into the great desert, where 
there is no tree and no fountain. As I don't want 
my wreck to be washed up on one of the beaches 
In company with devil's-aprons, bladder-weeds, 
dead horse-shoes, and bleached crab-shells, 1 (urn 
ahont and flap my long, narrow wings for home. 
When the tide is running out swiftly, I have a 
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splendid fight (o get through the bridges, but al- 
ways mate it a rule to beat, — though I have been 
jamnicd np into pretty light places at times, and 
was caught once between a vessel swinging round 
and the pier, until our bones (the boat'?, that is) 
cracked as if we had been in the jaws of Behemoth. 
Then bact to my moorings at tho foot of the Com' 
mon, off with the rowing-dresa, dash under the 
green tranahicent wave, return to the garb of civi- 
lization, walk through my Garden, take a look at 
my elms on the Common, and, reaching my haln- 
tat, in consideration of my advanced period of life, 
indulge in tho Elysian abandonment of a bugs 
recumbent chair. 

When I liavc established a pair of well-pro- 
nounced feathering calluses on my thumbs, when 
I am in training so that I can do my fifteen milea 
at a stretch without coming to grief in any way, 
when I can peribrm my mile in eight minnws or 
a little less, then 1 feol as if I had old Time's 
bead in chancery, and could give it to him at my 

I do not deny the attrac^on of walking. I 
have bored this ancient city through and through 
in my daily travels, until I knovv it as an old in- 
habitant of a Cheshire knows his cheese. Why, 
it was I who, in the course of these rambles, dis- 
covered that remarkable avenue called .Uyrtte Slral. 
stretching in one long line from east of the Iteser> 



MGoOtjl>J 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLK. loi 
voir to a precipitous and rudely-paved cliff which 
looks down on the grim abode of Science, and be- 
yond it to the far hills ; a proiaenado bo delicious 
in its repose, bo cheerfally varied with glimpses 
dovpn the northern slope into busy Cambridge 
Street with its iron river of the borsc-raitroaU, and 
wheeled barges gliding back anrl forward over it, 
— BO delightfully closing at its western exlremity 
in snnny courts and passages where 1 know peace, 
and beauty, and virtue, nnd serene old age must 
be perpetual tenants, — so alltiring to all who de- 
sire to take their daily stroll, in the words of Dr. 
Watts, — 

that nothing bnt a sense of duty would have 
prompted me to reveal the secret of its exisleuce, 
1 concede, therefore, that walking is an immeasu- 
rably fine invention, of whivh old age ought con- 
stantly to avail itself. 

Saddle-leather is in some respects even prefera- 
ble to sole-leather. The principal objection to it 
is of a financial character. But you may be sore 
that Bacon and Sydenham did not recommend it 
for nothing. One's hepar, or, In vulgar language, 
liver, — a ponderous organ, weighing some three 
or four pounds, — goes up and down like the dash- 
er of a chum in the midst of the other vital ar- 
rangements, at every step of a trotting horse. The 
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brains also are shaken up like coppers iu a money- 
box. Biding is good, for those thai are ixim with 
a silver-mounted bridle in their hand, and can ride 
ns mucli and aa often as they like, without think- 
ing all the time they hear that steady grinding 
sound as the horse's jaws triturate with calm tal- 
enil movement the bank-bills and promises lo pay 
upon which it is notorious that the profligate ani- 
mal in question feeds day and night. 

Instead, however, of considering these kinds of 
exercise in this empirical woy, I will devote a 
brief space to an examination of them in a more 
scientific form. 

The pleasure of exercise is due first to a purely 
physical impression, ond secondly to a sense of 
power in action. The first source of pleasure va- 
ries of course with our condition and the state of 
the snrronnding circumstances ; the second with 
the amount and kind of power, and the extent 
and kind of action.. In all forms of nclive exer- 
cise there are three powers simultaneously in iw- 
lion, — the will, the mosclca, and the intellect. 
Each of these predominates in different kinds of 
exercise. In walking, the will and muscles are so 
accustomed to work together and perform their 
task with so little expenditure of force, that the 
intellect is leti comparatively free. The mental 
pleasure in vralking, as such, is in the sense of 
power over ail our moving machinery. But in 
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ridiug. I have (he additional pleasure of govern- 
ing another will, and my muaclfs extend to the 
tips or the animal's ears and to ills (i>ur hoofs, In- 
Gtead of slopping at lay hands and feel. Now in 
tills extension of my volition and my ptiyaical 
frame Into anurher animal, my tyrannical inslincls 
and ray desire fur heroic strength nre at once grat- 
itied. When the horue ceases lu have a will of Ills 
oivn and his muscles require no special attention 
on your pai3, then yon may live on horseback as 
We;>1ey did, and write sermons or take naps, as 
you like. But, you will observe, that, in riding 
on horseback, you always have a feeling that, after 
all, it is not you that do the work, but the animal, 
and this prevents the satisfaclion from being com- 

Now let us look at the conditions of rowing. I 
won't suppose you 10 he disgracing yonrself in 
one of those miserable tubs, tugging in which is 
to rowing the true boat what riding a cow is to 
bestriding an Arab. You know the Esquimaux 
rfco^ait, (if timt is [he name of it,) don't yuu? 
Look at that model of one over my door. Sharp, 
rather? — On the contrary, it is a lubber to the 
one you and I mast have; a Dutch Ush-wile to 
Psycho, contrasted with what I will tell you about. 
— Our boat, then, is something of the shape of a 
pickerel, as you look down upon his back, he ly- 
ing in the suushiue just where. the sharp edge of 
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the water cnts in among the lilj'padj. It is » 
kind of a giant pod, as one may say, — tight 
everywhere, except io a little place in the mklUle, 
where you eit. Its length is from sevca Io (en 
yards, and as it is only from eixtcen Io tbirlj 
inches wide in its widest part, you nndersiand 
why you want those "outriggers," or projecting 
iron frames with the rowlocks in which the oars 
play. My rowlocks arc five feet apart; donblo 
the greatest width ot the boat 

Here you are, llien, afloat with a body a lod 
and a half long, wjih arms, or wings, as you may 
choose to call them, stretL-hing more than twenty 
feet from lip Io tip ; every volition of yours ex- 
lending as perfectly into them as if your spinal 
cord ran don-n ihe centre strip of your boat, and 
the nerves of your arms tingled as far as the 
broad blades of your oars, — oars of spruce, bal- 
anced, Icalliered, and I'ingcd under your own spe- 
cial direction. This, in sober enmest, is the near- 
est approach to flying that man has ever made or 
perhaps ever will make. As the hawk sails nith- 
out flapping bis pinions, so you drill with the tide 
when you will, in the most luxnrious form of lo- 
comotion indulged to nn embodied spirit. But if 
your blood wants roueing, turn round that stake 
in the river, which you see a mile Irom here; and 
when you come in in sixteen minutes, (if yon do, 
for we are old boys, aud not champion scullers. 
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jon remember,) then saj- if you begio to feel b lit- 
tle warmed up or not ! You can row easily and 
gently all day, and you can row yourself blind and 
black in the faee in ten minutes, just as yon like. It 
has been long agreed that there in no way in which 
B man can accomplish so much labor with his mus- 
cles as in rowing. It is in the boat, then, that 
man liods the largest extension of his volitional 
and muscular existence ; and yet he may tux both 
of thera so slightly, in that most delii'iona of ex- 
ercises, that he shall mentally write his sermon, or 
liis poem, or recall tlie remarks he has made in 
company and put them in form for the public, as 
well as in his easy-chair. 

I dare not puliiicly name the rare joys, the in- 
finite delights, that intoxicate me on some sweet 
June moroing, tvlien the river and bay are sntoolh 
as a sheet of beryl-jrrecn silk, and I run along rip. 
ping it up with iny knife-edged shell of a boat, the 
rent elosint; after me like those wounds of angels 
which Miitun telis of. but the scam slit] shining lor 
many a long rood behind me. To lie stilt over 
the t'latu, where the waters are shallow, and see 
the crabs crawling and tbe sculpins gliding busily 
and silently beneath the boat, — to rustle in 
.through the long harsh grass that leads up some 
tranquil creek, — to take shelter Irom the sun- 
heams under one of the thousand-footiid bridges, 
and look down its interminable colonnades, crunt- 
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ed with green and oozy growths, staddcil with 
minute banmcles, and belled with ririf^ uf dark 
mnsclea, whilo overhead streams and ihiinders that 
other river whose every wave is a human soul 
flowing to eternity as the river below flows to the 
ocean, — lying there moored unseen, in loneliness 
BO profound that the columns of Tadmor in the 
Desert could not seem more remote from lift, — 
the cool breeze on one's forehead, the stream 
whispering against the faaif-suuken pillars, — why 
should I lell of these things, that I should live to 
see my beloved haoiils invailed and the waves 
blackened with boaia as with a swarm of water- 
beetles 1 What a city of idiols we must be not 
lo have covered this glorious hay with gontlolas 
and wherries, as we have just learned to cover the 
ice in winter with skaters t 

I am satisfied that such a set of black-coat- 
ed, stiff-jointed, boft-muscied, paate-complexioned 
youth as we can boast in our Atlantic cities never 
before sprang h'oni loins of Anglo-Saxon lineage. 
Uf the females that are the mates of these mates 
I do not here speak. I preached my sermon from 
the lay-pulpit on this matter a good while ago. 
Of course, if you heard it, you know my belief is 
that the total climatic influences here are getting 
up a number of new patterns of humanity, some 
of which are not an improvement on the old 
model. CUppcr-boilt, sharp in the bows, long in 
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(be spars. Blender to look at, and faat to go, the 
ship, which is the great organ of our aaiional lidt 
of relation, la but a reproduction of the typiral 
form which the elements impress upon its bnildcr. 
All tliis we cannot help ; but we can make the 
best of these influences, such as thoj are. We 
have a few good boatmen, — no good horsemen 
that I hear of, — I cannot speak for cricketing, — 
but as for any great athletic feat performed b; a 
gentleman in these latitudes, society would drop 
a man wlio should run round the Common in Ave 
minutes. Some of our amateur fencers, single- 
stick players, and boxers we have no reason to 
lie osbamed of. Ituxing; is rougli play, but not 
too rough for a hearty young follow. Anything 
is belter than this wbite-blooiled degeneration 10 
which we all tend. 

1 dropped into a |i;entlcmen's sparring exhibi- 
tion only last evening. It did my heart good to 
see that there were a few young and youngish 
youths left who could take care of their own heads 
ID caK of emergency. It is a fine sight, that of 
a gentleman resolving himself into the primitive 
constituents of his humanity. Here is a delicate 
young man now, with an intellectual countenance, 
a slight ^gure, a sub-pallid complexion, a most 
unassuming deportment, a mild ndolesceni in fact, 
that any Hiram or Jonathan from between the 
ploughlaiU would of course expect to handle with 
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perfect ease. O, he is lafciog off his gold-bowed 
spectncl«s I Ah, he ii divesting liiniseir or his 
cravat t Why, he is stripping olT his coat I Well, 
here be is, sure enough, in s light silk shirt, and 
nith two things that look like baiter puddings in 
rhe place of his fists. Now see that other fellow 
with another pair of baiter paddings, — the big 
one with the broad shoulders ; he will certainly 
knock the little man's head o(f, if he strikes hira. 
Pein^ng, dodging, stopping, hitting, counlcring, 
— little man's head not off yet. You iniy:ht as 
well try to jnnip Qpon your own sliadow as to hit 
the little man's intellectual features. He need n't 
hare taken off the gotd-bowed spectacles at all. 
Quick, cautious, sliifty, nimble, cool, he catches 
alt the fierce lunges or gets out of tbeir reach, till 
his turn comes, and then, whack goes one of the 
batter puddings a;;ainsc the big one's ribs, and 
bang goes the other into the big one's face, and, 
staggering, shuffling, slipping, tripping, collaps- 
ing, sprawling, down goes Ibc big one in a mis- 
cellaneous bundle. — If my young friend, whose 
exeellent article I have referred to, could only in- 
troduce the manly art of self-defence among the 
clergy, I am satisfied that we should have better 
sermons and an infinitely less quarrelsome church- 
militant. A bout with the gloves would let off 
the ill-nature, and cure the indigestion, which, 
united, have embroiled iheir subject in a bitter 
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eontroTCrej. We shonld then often hear that a 
point of diHerence between an iofaJlible and a 
heretic, instead of being vehemently discnascd in 
a series of neivapaper ortieles, had been settled by 
a friendly contest in several ronnda, at tbe close 
of wbich the porties shook hands and appeared 
cordially reconciled. 

But boxing yon and I are too old for, I am 
afraid. I was fur a motnenl templed, by the con- 
tagion of muBculsr electricity last evening, to try 
the gloves with the Benicia Boy, wbro looked in 
(U a friend to the noble art; but remembering 
that he had twice my wei$;ht and half my age, . 
besides the advantage of bis training, I sat still 
and said nothing. 

There is one other delicate point I wish to 
speak of trith reference to old age. I refer to the 
use of dioptric media which correct the diminished 
refracting power of the humors of the eye, — in 
other words, spectacles.' 1 don't use (hem. All 
1 ask is a large, fair type, a etrung daylight or 
gas-light, and oue yard of focal distance, and my 
eyes are as good as ever. But if your eyes fail, I 
can tell you something encouraging. There ia 
now living in New York State an old gentleman 
who, perceiving his eight to fiul, immediately took 
to exercising it on the finest print, and in Ibis 
way fairly bullied Nature out of her foolish habit 
of taking liberties at fiv«-and-forty, ur thereabout. 
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And now tliis old gendeinan performs the moat 
extraordinary fenca ivilh his pen, slio«;ing that his 
eyes must be a pair of micruHixipcs. I Ehoiild be 
nrraid to say lo yon how much he writes in the 
compass of a half-dime, — whether the Psalms or 
the Gospels, or the Psalms and the Gospels, I 
won't be positive. 

But now let me lell you (his. If the time comes 
when you most lay down the fiddle and the bow, 
because your fingers are too sttif, and drop the 
ten-foot sculls, because your arms are too weak, 
and, after dallyilig awhile with eye-glasses, come 
at last to the nndisguised reality of spectacles, — 
if Che lime comes when thai lire of life wc epokc 
of has burned so low that where its flames rcver- 
lierated there is only the sombre stain of regret, 
and where its coals glowed, only the white ashes 
thai cover the embers of memory, — don't lee your 
heart grow cold, and you may carry cheerfnluess 
and love with you into .the teens of your second 
centniy, if you can lost so long. As our friend, 
the Poet, once said, in some of those old-fashioned 
heroics of his whicli tic keeps (iir liis jjrivaie read 
ing.— 



a birds, or cbUdnn • 
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Or irmiden's araile, w heivenly imm of nrt 



End oflte Pro/f.for'i paper. 

[The ftbove essay was not rc:id at one time, but 
in several instalments, and accompanied by rari- 
ous conimenls from different persona at ihc table. 
The compaDy trere in the main attentive, with the 
exception of a little somnolence on the part of the 
old gentleman opposite at tinies, and a few sly, 
malicious questions about the " old boys " on tha 
part of that forward young fellow who has figured 
occasionally, not always to his advantage, in these 
reports. 

On Sunday mornings, in obedience to a feeling 
1 am not ashamed of, 1 have always tried lo give 
a more apprOprinic character to our conversation. 
I have never reail them my sermon yet, and I 
don't know that I shall, as some of (hem might 
take my convictions as a personal indignity to 
themselves. But having read our company so 
much of the Professor's talk about age and other 
subjects connected with physical life, I took the 
next Sunday morning lo repeat lo them the follow- 
ing poem of his, which I have had by me some 
time. He calls it — I suppose, for his professional 
friends — The Anxtouist'b Hyiin; but I shall 
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THE LIVING TEMl'LE. 



Tvtioss ilreuni oTbrlghUatnii purple riul 



And rer) »ilh NaUK'i 
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Sm hov ym bum of Hemtng ohlle 
la ImWed oat of se/fn-huHl light, 
l«l lu IhoH lucid glotea du ra/ 
By aay chance >ball bruk ailru- 
lUrk bow Ibe rolling inrKC of aouod, 



O Father ! grunt tlij- lore iMof 
To make these mystic temples thine ! 

Take the poor duRt thy mttrcj warme 



mg\^ 
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I ^^^ PRING has come. Yon will find some 
^^^^K rcrscs to ihat effect at the end of these 

^^ skip 10 Iheraal once. In rending alond, 

omit, If jou please, the sixth and seventh verses. 
These arc parenthetical and digressive, and, unless 
your audicnee is uf superior inlclli^nce, will con- 
fuse them. Many people can ride on horseback 
who Hud it hard to gel on aud lo get off nithout 
assistance. One has 10 dismount from an idea, 
and get into the saddle again at every parenthe- 

The old gentleman who sits opposite, find- 
ing that' spring had fairly come, mounted a white 
liat one day, and walked into the streci. It seems 
lo have been a premature or otherwise excep- 
lionab'c exhibition, not unlike tliac commemo- 
rated b; the late Mr. Bayly. When the old gen- 
tleman came home, he looked very red in the face, 
and complained that he had been " made sport of." 
By sympathizing qaestions, I learned from him 
that a boy bad called him <' old dadd?," and asked 
him when lie had his hat whitewashed. 



MGootjl>J 



OF THE SREAKFAST-TABLf. 115 
This incident Jed me to mnke some observations 
at the table the next morning, wliicli I here repeat 
Tor the henefit <i[ the readers of this record. 

The hat is the viilnernble point of the arti- 
ficial int^nment. I learned this in early boyhood. 
I was once equipped in a hat of Leghorn straw, 
having a hrim of mnch nider dimensions tlian were 
usual at that time, and sent to school in that por- 
tion of my native (onn which lies nearest lo this 
metropolis. On my way I was met by a " Fort- 
chucb," as ive used to call the young gentlemen 
of that locality, and the following dialogue en- 

Tlie Port-chuck. Hullo, Yon-sir, joo know Ih' 
wui giiD-to be a race to-morrah 1 

Musdf. No. Who 's gOn-to run, 'n' wber's't 
gijn-to be ! 

The Pon-daid!. Squire Mico 'n' Doctor Wil- 
iams, round the brim o' your hat. 

These two much-respecied gentlemen being the 
oldest inhabitants at that lime, and the alleged 
rac»«ourse being out of the question, the Port- 
chuck also winking and thrusting his tongue into 
his cheek, 1 perceived that I had been trifled with, 
and the effect has been (o make me sensitive and 
observant respecting this article of dress ever since. 
Here is an axiom or two relating to it. 

A hat which has been popped, or exploded by 
being sat down upon, is never itself again after- 
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Jl is a fovorite iUosion of sanguine natui'es lo 
believe Che contrary. 

Shabby gentility has nothing bo cbaracteriatie 
as iUj hat. There is always an unnatural calm- 
ness about its nap, and an unwholeeome gloss, 
suggestive of a wet brush. 

The lost effbrt of decayed fortune is expended 
in smootJiing its dilapidated ca^CoT. The hat ia the 
uftiffluiN BioriCTS of "respectability." 

The old gentleman look all these rentarks 

and maxims very pleasantly, saying, however, that 
he bad forgotten most of his French except the 
word for potatoes, — fitmmia de tare. — Utlmta» 
■moriens, I told him, is old Italian, and signifieB 
tasi thing la die. With this enplanaf ion he was well 
contented, and looked quite calm when I saw him 
afterwards in the entry with a black hat on his 
head and the white one in his hand. 

1 think myself fortunate In having the Poet 

and the Professar for my intimates. We are so 
much tt^ther, that we no doubt think and talk a 
good deal alike ; yet onr points of view are in 
many respects individual and peculiar. You know 
me well enough by this time. I have not talked 
with you so long for nothing, and therefore 1 don't 
think it necessary to draw my own portrait. But 
let me say a word or two about my friends. 

The Professor considers himself, and I consider 
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him, a vety userul and worchj kind of drud^, I 
think he has a pride in his small (echnicaliljes. I 
know that he has a great idea of fidelit}' ; and 
though I suspect ha laughs a little inwardly at 
limea at the grand aira ■' Science " puts on, as she 
sunda marking time, but not gemng on, while the 
trumpets are blowing and the big drams beating, 

— ret I am aurc he baa a liking for his specialt}', 
and a respect fur its cultivators. 

But I 'II tell yoo what the Proreesor said to the 
Poet the other daj. — My boy, said he, I can work 
a great deal cheaper than you, because I keep all 
my goods in the lower storj. Tou have Us hoist 
yours into the upper chanibera of the brain, and 
let them down agun to jour customers. 1 take 
mine in at the level of tite ground, and send them 
olf from my doorstep almost without lilling. I 
tell yon. the higher a man has to carry ibe raw 
material of thought before ho works it up, the 
more it costs him in blood, nerve, and muscle. 
Coleridge knew all this very well when he advised 
every literary man to have a prolcssion. 

Sometimes I like to talk with one of them, 

and sometimes with the other. After a while 1 
get tired of both. When a fit of intellectual dis- 
gust comes over me, I will t«ll J'oa what I have 
found admirable as a diversion, in addition to boat^ 
ing and other amusements which I have spoken of, 

— that is, working at my carpenter's-bench. Some 
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mechanical employment is the greatest possible 
relief, after the purely intellectual Gtenltiea begin 
to tire. When I waa quarantined once at Mar- 
seilles, I got Co work immediatel)' at carving a 
wooden wonder of loose rings on a stick, and got 
so interested in it, that, when we were set loose, I 
" regained my freedom with a sigh," because my 



toy w 



nnlinished. 



There are long seasons when I talk only with 
the Professor, and others when I give myself 
wholly up to the Poet. Now that my winter's 
work is over, and spring is with ns, I feel natu- 
rally drawn to ihe Poct'u company. I don't linow 
anybody mure alive (o life than he is. The pas- 
sion of poetry seizes on him every spring, he says, 
— yet oftentimes he complains, that, when he feels 






I sing le 



Then a fit of despondency comes over hJm. — I 
feel ashamed, sometimes, — said he, the other day, 

— to think how for my worst songs fall below my 
best. It sometimes seems to me, as I know it does 
to others who have told me bo, that they ought to 
be aii best, — if not in actual execution, at least in 
plan and motive. I am graieful^he contlnned 

— for all such criticisms. A man is alwais 
pleased 10 have hia most serious efibris praised, 
and the highest aspect of hia nature get the most 

Yet I am sure, that, in the nature of things. 



MGootjl>J 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 1,9 
mnnj minds mnat change their key now and Ihen, 
on penalty of getting out of Cane or losing th^r 
voices. You know, I suppose, — lie said, — what 
is meant by coinplementarj' colors ? Von know 
the effect, loo, which the prolonged impression of 
any one color liaa on the retina. If yon close your 
eyes after looking steadily at a ttd object, you see 
a green image. 

It is BO with many minds, — 1 will not say with 
all. After looking at one aspect of exlemal na- 
ture, or of any form of beauty or trnth, when they 
lum away, the complanenlary aspect of the same 
object stamps itself irresistibly and antomalicallj 
upon the niiiid. Shall- they give expression to 
this secondary mental state, or not? 

When I contemplate — said my friend, the Poet 
— the infinite lateness of comprehension belong- 
ing to the Central Intelligence, how remote the 
creative conception is from all scholastic and ethi- 
cal formula, I am led to think that a healthy mind 
ought to change its mood from time to time, and 
come down from its noblest condition, — never, of 
course, to degrade itself by dwelling upon what is 
itself debasing, but to let its lower faculties have a 
chance to air and exercise themselves. After the 
first and second floor have been out in the bright 
street dressed in all their splendors, shall not our 
humble friends in the basement have their holiday, 
and the cotton velvet and the thin-skinned jewelry 
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— simple adornments, bnt befitting the station of 
thusc who wear tbem — sbow themselves to the 
erowd, who think them beautiful, as they ought 
to, though the people up suiirs know that thej 
are cheap anil .perishable 1 

1 don't know that I may not bring the 

Poet here, some day or other, and let bim speak 
for bimself. Still I think I can tell yon what he 
says qoite as well as he eonld do it. — O. — he 
said lo me, one day, — I am bnt a hand-orgijan 
man, — say rather, a hand'Organ. Life turns the 
winch, and fancy or accident pulls out tlie stops. 
1 come under your windows, some fine spring 
morning, and play yon one of my adagio move- 
ments, and some of yon saj, — This is good, — 
play na so always. But, dear friends, if 1 did 
not change the stop sometimes, the machine would 
wear out in one part and rust in another. How 
easily this or that tune flows 1 — you say, — there 
must be no end oT just such melodies in him. 

— I will open Che poor machine for yon one mo- 
ment, and you shoU look. — Ah 1 Every note 
marks where a spur of steel has been driven in. 
It is easy io grind out the song, hut to plant these 
Inisiling points which make it was the painful task 
of time. 

I don't like Co say tC, — he conlinned, — but 
poets commonly have no larger slock of tunes 
tlian band-oi^ons ; and when yon hear them pip- 
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ing up under jour window, jou know pretty well 
wliat to expect. The more slops, the heiter. Do 
let them all be pulled out in their turn I 

So spobe mj friend, the Poet, anil read me one 
of his stateliest songs, and after it a gay chanaoa, 
and then a string of epigraind. All true, — he 
Bftid, — all flowera of liia soul ; only one with the 
eorolla spread, and another wi^ its dink half 
opened, and the third with the heart-ledves cov- 
ered up and only a. petal or (wo showing its lip 
through the calyx. The «at«r-lily is the type of 
the poet's eoul, ^-he told me, 

Wliat do you think, sir, — said the divini- 

ity-studeni, — opena the souls of poets moat fully? 
. Why, there nmst be the internal force and the 
external stimulns. Nuither is enough by itoelr. 
A rose will not Bower in the dark, and a (ent 
■ will not flower anywhere. 

What do I think i» the true sunshine that opens 
the poet's eorolla? — I don't like to aay. They 
spoil a good many, I am afraid ; or at least ihey 
■hine on a good many that never come to any- 
thing. 

Who are Ihrgf — said the schoolmistress. 

Women. Their love Hrst inspires the poet, and 
their praise is his best reward. 

The schoolmistress reddened a little, but looked 
pleased. — Did I really think bo? — I do think so ; 
1 never feel sate until I have pleased them ; 1 don't 
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think ihey arc the first to see one's defects, but 
Ihey are the first lo catch the color and fragrance 
of a true poem. Fit the same intellect to a man 
and it is a bon-etring, — to a woman and it is a 
harp-string. She is vibratile and resonant all 
over, GO she stirs with slighter musical tremblings 

of the air about her. Ah me! — said my 

fliend the Poet, to me, the other diiy, — what 
color would it not have given to my thoughts, 
and what thrice-washed whiteness lo my words, 
had I been fed on women's prases. I should 
have grown like Marvell's fawn, — 

But then, — he added, we all think, if so and so, 
we should have been this or that, as you were say- 
ing, the other day in tlio'ie rhymes of yours. 

1 don I think there are manv poets in the 

sense of creators but uf those eensiiive natures 
which reflets themselies naturallv in soft and me- 
lodious words pleading for sympathy with their 
joys and sorrows every literature is full. Nature 
carves with her own hands tlie brain which holds 
the creatine ima^rmation, but the casts the over- 
There are two kinds of poets, just as there are 
two kinds of blondes. [Movement of curiosity 
among our ladies at table. — Please to tell lu 
about those blondes, said the schoolmistress.] 
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Whr, there are blondes who are such simply by 
deficiency of coloring matter, — aegalive or fBoahed 
blondes, arrested by Nature on the way to be- 
come albineaaca. There are others that ore shot 
through with golden light, with lawny or fulvous 
tinges in variona degree, — poiitive or tiained 
blondes, dipped io yellow sunbeams, and as un- 
like in their mode of being to the others as an 
orange is unlike a enowball. The albino-style 
carries with it a wide pupil and a sensitive retina. 
The other, or the leonine blunde, has an opaline 
fire in her clear eye, whicli the brunette can hard- 
ly match with her quick glitlcring glances. 

Just so we have the great sun-kindled, construc- 
tive imaginations, and a far more numerous closa 
of poets who have a certain kind of moonlight- 
genius given them to compensate for their imper- 
fection of nature. Their want of mental coloring- 
matler maizes thcni sensiti>e to tlioac impressions 
which stronger minds neglect or never fcvl at all. 
Many of them die young, and all of them are 
tinged with melancholy. There is no more beau- 
tiful illustration of the principle of compensation 
which marks the Divine benevolence tljan the fact 
that Gome of the holiest lives and some of the 
sweetest songs are the growlh of the infirmity 
which unfits its subject for the rougher duties of 
life. When one reads the life of Cowper. or of 
Keats, or of Lucretia and Margaret Davidson, — 
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of so manj gentle, sweet natures, bom to weak- 
ness, and mostly dying before their time, — one 
cannot help thinking that the human race dies 
out singing, like the swan in the old story. The 
French poet, Gilbert, who died at the Hotel Diea, 
at the age of twenty-nine, — (killed by a key in 
his throat, whlcli he had swallowed when delirious 
in consequence of a &11,} — this poor fellow was 
a very good exatnpLo of the poet by ejicess of sen- 
sibility. I found, the other day, that some of my 
literary friends had never heard of him, though I 
suppose few educated Frenchmen do not know 
the lines whieh he wrote, a week before his death, 
upon a mean bed in the great hospital of Paris. 

At Ure> KKy butquet placed, a poor nnluppj faent, 

N riead ha nun to hedaU^ar. 

T u rem mb h ame thing in other words 
m wh n k k V h e's poems. It is the 
b d n f h p un ngs of all these sweet 

a b no-por 1 d and be forgotten, and 

the world will go on jast as if I had never been ; 
— and yet how I have loved I how I have longed ! 
how I have aspired I " And so singing, their 
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63^63 grow brighter and brigliicr, and their fea- 
tures thinner and thintier, until at last the veil of 
flesh is threadbare, and, still singing, they drop it 
and pass onward. 

Our brains are seventy-year clocki. The 

Angel of Life winds them up unce fur all, then 
closes the case, and gives the key into the hand 
of the Angel of the Resurrection. 

Tic-lac ! tic-tac I go the wliccis of thought ; our 
will cannot stop them ; they cannot slop them- 
selves ; sleep Ciiiinot still them ; madness only 
makes them go faster; death alone can break 
foto the case, and, seizing the ever-swinging pen- 
dnium, wbicli we call the heart, silence at Inst 
the clicking of the terrible escapement we hare 
carried so long beneath our wrinkled foreheads. 

If we could only get at them, as wo lie on our 
pillows and count the dead beats of ihonght after 
thought and image after image jarring through the 
overtired organ I Will nobody block those wheels, 
uncouple that pinion, cut the string that holds 
those weights, blow up the infernal machine with 
gunpowder? Wliat a passion comes over us 
sometimes for silence and rest I — that this dread- 
ful mechanism, unwinding the endless tapestry of 
time, embroidered with spectral figures of life and 
death, could have hut one brief bolidny 1 Who 
can wonder that men swing themselves off from 
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beams in hempen laseos ? — ihat they jamp off 
rroin parapets inlo the swift and gurgling waters 
beneath 7 — that they take counsel of the grim 
friend who haa but to utter his one peremptorj 
monosyllable and the restless machine is shivered 
as a vase that is daslied upon a marble floor f 
Under that building which we pass ever^ day 
there are strong dungeons, where neither hook, nor 
bar, nor l)ed-cord, nor drink ing-vessel from which 
a sharp fragment may be shattered, shall \<y any 
chance be seen. There is nothing for it, when the 
brain is on Are with the whirling of ilH wheels, bnt 
to spring against the stone wall and silence them 
with one crash. Ah, they remembered that, — the 
kind city fathers, — and the walls are nicety pad- 
ded, so that one can take sueh exercise as he likes 
withont damaging himself on the very plain and 
lerviwnble tipliolstery. If anybody would only 
contrive some kind of a lever that one could thrust 
In among the works of this horrid Butomalon and 
check them, or alter their rate of going, what 
would the world give for the discovery? 

From half a dime to a dime, according to 

the style of the place and the quality of the liquor, 
— said the young fellow whom they c^l John. 

You speak tiivially, but not unwisely, — I said. 
Unless the will maintain a certain control over 
these movements, which it cannot stop, but can to 
some extent regulate, men are very apt to try to 
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^t at the nmchine by Eomo indirect system of ler- 
erage or other. Tbcj clnp on the brakes by means 
of opium; tlicy ehan^ the maddening monotony 
of the rhythm by means of fermented liquors. It 
is because the brain is locked up and wc cannot 
touch its movement direcUy, thnt we thrust these 
coarse tools in through any crevice by which they 
may reach tlio interior, and so alter its rate of 
going for a while, and at lost spoil the machine. 

Men who exercise citiclly those facollies of the 
mind which work independently of the will, — 
poets and artists, for instance, wlio follow their 
imagination in their creative moments, instead of 
keeping it in hand as j'Our logicians and practical 
men do with their reasoning feculty, — such men 
are too apt to call in the mechanical appliances to 
help them govern their intellects. 

He means they get drunk, — said the young 

follow already alluded to by name. 

Do yon think men of true genius are apt to in- 
dulge in the use of inebriating fluids } — said the 
divinity-student 

If you think you are strong enough to bear 
what 1 am going to say, — I replied, — I will talk 
to yon about this. But mind, now, these are 
the things that some foolish people call daiyeroua 
subjects, — as if these vices which burrow into 
people's souls, as the Guinea-worm burrows into 
the naked feel of West-Indian bIuvcb, would be 
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more mischievous when seen thnn ont of eight. 
Now tlie true way to deal with those obstiuHte 
animals, which ore a dozen feet long, some of 
theiD, and no bigger than a horse hair, is to get a 
piece of silk round their heads, and pull them out 
Tcry cantiously. If yon only break them off, Ihcj 
grow worse than ever, and sometimes kill the 
person who has the misfortune to liai'bor one of 
them. Whence it is plain that the first Ihing to 
do is to find out where the head lies. 

Just so of all the vices, and particularly of this 
vice of intemperance. What is the head of it, 
and where does it ]ie? For yon may depend 
upon it, there is not one of those vices that has 
not a head of its own, — an intelligence, — a 
meaning, — a certain virtue, 1 was going lo say, 
— but that might, perhaps, sound paradoxical. 
I have hcnrd an immense number of moral phy- 
sicians lay down the treatment of moral Gniuea- 
worms, and the vast minority of them would al- 
ways insist (hat the creature had no head at all, 
but was all body and lail. So I have found a 
Tcry common result of their method to be that the 
Firing slipped, or that a piece only of the creature 
was broken off, and the worm soon grew again, 
as bad as ever. The truth is, if the Devil could 
only appear in church by attorney, and make the 
It that the facts would bear him out 
a behalf of his special virtues, (what we 
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commonly call vices,) the influence of good teach- 
ers wuuld be much greater than it is. For the 
arguments by which the Devil prevails are pre- 
cisely the ones lliat the Dcvil-qncller most rarely 
answers. The way 10 argue down a vice is, not 
to tell lies about it, — to say that it has no altrac- 
liona, when everybody knows that it has, — but 
ralher to let it make out its case just as it cer- 
tainly will in the moment of temptation, and (hen 
meet it with the weapons fumiehcU by tlic Divine 
armory. ItliuricI did not spit the tond on his 
spear, you remember, but touched him with it, 
and the blasted angel cook the sad glories of 
his true shape. If he had shown fitfht then, the 
fair spirits would have known how to deal with 

That all spasmodic cerebral action is an evil is 
not perfectly clear. Men get fiiirly intoxicaicd 
wilh music, with poetry, with religions excite- 
ment, — oftencst wilh love. Ninon do I'Enclos 
said she was so easily excited that her soup in- 
toxicated her, and convalescents have been made 
tipsy by a beef-steak. 

There arc forms and stages of alcoholic ex- 
altation, which, in themselves, and without regard 
to their consequences, might be considered as 
positive improvements of the persons affbcted. 
When the singgish intellect is roused, the slow 
speech quickened, the cold nature warmed, the 
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latent Bjmpalbj (levcloped, ihe flagging spirit 
kindled, — before the trains of thought become 
confused, or the will pervecied, or the muscles 
relaxed, — just at the moment when the whole 
human zoophyte flowers out like a full-blown rose, 
and is ripe for ihe subticription-paper or the con- 
tribuliun-bOK, — it would be hnrd to say that a 
man was, at that very timo, worse, or less lo be 
toved, than when driving a hnrd boi^ain with all 
Ills meaner wits about him. The diflJculty is, 
that the alcoholic virtues don't wash ; but until 
the woter takes their colors ont, the tints are very 
mnch like those of the true celestial stuff. 

[Here I was interrupted by a question which I 
am very unwilling lo report, but liave confluence 
enough in those friends who examine these rec- 
ords to commit Co their candor. 

A person at (able asked me whether I ■■ went in 
for rum as a steady drink ? " — His manner made 
the qncslion highly offensive, bat I restrained 
myself, and answered thus: — ] 

Kum 1 take to be the name which unwashed 
moralists apply alike lo the prodnct distilled from 
molasses and the noblest juices of the vineyard. 
Burgundy "in all its sunset glow "is rum. Cham- 
pagne, " the foaming wine of Easiero France," is 
rnm. Hock, which our friend, the Poet, speaks 
of OS 

"TheKhlne'ilircBilmllk, EnshinscnM and lirlfht, 
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19 rnni. Sir, I repudiate Che loathsome valgarism 
as an insult to the first miracle wrought by the 
Founder of our religion \ I address mjaelf to the 
companj. — I believe in temperance, nay, almost 
iu abstinence, as a rule for health}; people. I 
truat that 1 practise both. But let me t«ll you, 
there are companies of men of genius into whieh 
where the atmosphere of intellect 
a 10 much more stimulating than 
alcohol, that, if I thought fit to lake wine, it 
would be to keep me sober. 

Among the gentlemen that I have known, few, 
if anj. were ruined by drinking. My few drunken 
acquaintances were generally ruined before they 
became drunkards. The habit of drinking is 
often a vice, no doubt, — sometimes a misfortune, 
as when an almost irresistible hereditary propen- 
sity exists to indulge in it, — but ofienest of bll a 
punisAmen/. 

Empty heads, — heads without ideas in whole- 
some variety and sufficient number to furnish food 
for the mental clockwork, — ill-regolaled heads, 
where the faculties are not under the control of 
the will, — these are the ones that hold the brains 
which their owners are so apt to tamper with, by 
introducing the appliances wo have been talking 
abonL Now, when a gentleman's brain is empty 
or ill-regulated, it is, to a great extent, his own 
fault; and so it is eimple retribution, (hat, while 
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he lies sluihfultj' sleeping or aimlessly dresroinf;, 
the fata] liabit setllea on him tike a vanipyre, and 
sucks hi& blood, funning him nil [he wliile with ita 
hut wings into deeper slumber or idler dreams ! 
I am not such a hard-souled being aa to apply 
this lo the neglected poor, who have had no 
chance lo fUt their heads with wholesome ideas. 
and to be lanj;ht the lesson of self-government. I 
Irnst the taritF of Heaven has an ad ralorem scale 
for them — and oil of us. 

But to come back to poets and artists; — if 
they really are more prone to the abuse of stimu- 
lants, — and I fear that this is true, — the reason 
of it is only too clear. A man abandons himself 
to a fine froniy, and the power which flows 
through him, as 1 once explained to you, makes 
him the medium of a great poem or a great pic- 
ture. The creative action is not voluntary at all, 
but automatic ; we can only put the mind into 
the proper attitude, and wait for the wind, that 
blows where it listeth, to breathe over it. Thus 
the true slate of creative genius is allied Co reo- 
erie. or dreaming. If mind and body were both 
healthy and had ibod enough and fair play, I 
doubt whether any men would be more temperate 
than the imaginative classes. But body and mind 
often flag, — perhaps they are ill-made to begin 
with, underfed with bread or ideas, overworked, 
or abused in some way. The automatic action. 
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by whicll genius wroaght its wonders, fails. 
There ia only one thing which can rouse tlie 
machine; not wilt, — that cannot reach it; noth- 
ing but a ruinous agent, which hurries the wheels 
awhile and soon eats out the heart of the mechan- 
ism. The dreaming faculties are always the dan- 
gerous ones, because their mode of action can be 
imitated by artifjiial excilement; the reasoning 
ones are safe, because they imply continued vol- 
untary eObrt. 

I think you will find it true, that, before any 
rice can fasten on a man, body, mind, or moral 
nature must be debilitated. The mosses and 
fungi gather on sickly trees, not thriving ones; 
and (he odious parasites which fasten on the 
human frame choose that which is already en- 
feebled. Mr. Walker, the hygeian humorist, de- 
clared that he had such a healthy skin it was 
impossible Tor any impurity to stick 10 it, and 
maintained that it was an absurdity to wash a 
face which was of necessity always clean. I don't 
know how much fancy there was in this; but 
there is no fancy in saying that the lassitnde of 
tired-out operatives, and the languor of imagina- 
tive natures in their periods of collapse, and the 
vacuity of minds unirdncd to labor and discipline, 
lit the soul and body tor the germination of the 
seeds of intemperance. 

Whenever the wandering demon of Drunken- 
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nesa tinds a ship adrift, — do steady wind id jtl 
Bails, no thonghlfut pilot direcling ils course, — 
he siepa on board, lukes the lielm, and steers 
straight for the maelstrom. 

1 wonder if you know the (errilfe smile ? 

[The young fellow whom tliej call John winked 
very hard, and mudc a jocular remark, the sense 
of whieh seemed to depend ou some double mean- 
ing of the word smile. The compnoy was curious 
to know what 1 meant.] 

There are peisons, — I said, — who no sooner 
come wiihin sight of you than tliey begin to smile, 
with on uncertain movement of the mouth, which 
conveys the idea that they arc thinking ahout 
themselves, and thinking, too, that you are think- 
ing they are thinking about ihemselves, — and so 
look ai yon with a wretched mixture of self^con- 
sciousness, awkwardness, and attempts to carry 
off both, which are betrayed by the cowardly be- 
havior of the eye and the tell-tale weakness of the 
lips that charaeterize these unfortunate beings. 

Why do you call them unfortunate, sir! — 

asked the divinity-student. 

Because it is evident that the consciousness of 
some imhccility or other is at the bottom of this 
extraoillinary expression. I don't think, however, 
that these persons mo commonly fools. I have 
known a number, and all of them were intelligent 
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I think nothing conveys the idea of andertnvediag 
more th&n this eeir-twCrnying smile. Yet I thinic 
this peculiar habit as well as (hat of meatiinrikss 
UiahiJig miiij be fallen into by very good people 
wlio meet often, or sit opposite eaeh other at tahlc. 
A true gentleman's face is infinitely removed from 
all such paltriness, — catm-eyed, firm-mouthed. 1 
think Titian undcretood the look of a gentleman 
as well OB anybody that ever lived. The portrait 
of a young man holding a glove in his hand, in 
rlie Gallery of the Louvre, if any of you have 
seen that collection, will remind yon of what I 

Do I think these people know the peculiar 

look they have ^ — I cannot say; I hope not; I 
am afraid rhey would never tbrgive me, if they 
did. The worst of it is, the trick is catching; 
when one meets one of these fellows, ho feels a 
tendency 10 the same manifestation. The Prolbs- 
sor tells me there is a muscular slip, a dependence 
of the ptalyama aiymdei, which is called the riaoriui 
Santonni. 

Say that once more, — eKclaimed the young 

fellow mentioned above. 

The Professor says there is a little fleshy slip 
called Santorint's laughing muscle. I would have 
il cut out of my ^c, if 1 were bom with one of 
those constitutional grins upon it. Perhaps I am 
uncharitable in my judgment of those soardook- 
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ing people I told jou of the other day, and of 
tliese Bmiling folks. It niay be that thej are bora 
with these looks, as other people are with mora 
generally recognized deformities. Both are bad 
cnoagh, but I bad rather meet lhrc« of the scowl- 
ers than one of the emilers. 

There is another unfortunate way of look- 
ing, which is pecnliar to that amiable sex we do 
not like to find fault with. There are some .very 
pretty, but, unhappily, very ill-bred women, who 
don't understand the law of the road with regard 
to handsome faces. Nature and custom would, no 
doubt, agree in conceding to all males the right of 
at lea£t two distinct looks at every comely female 
conutenance, without any infraction of the rules 
of courtesy or the sentiment of respect. The first 
look is necessary to define the person of the in- 
dividual one meets so as to avoid it in pasi^ing. 
Any unusual attraction detected in a first glance 
is a sufficient apology for a second, — not a pro- 
longed and impertinent stare, but an appieciating 
homage of the eyes, such as a stranger may inof- 
fensively yield to a. passing image. It is astonish- 
ing how morbidly sensitive some vulgar beauties 
are to the slightest demonstration of this kind. 
When a ladg walks the streets, she leaves her 
virtuous-indignation countenance at home; she 
knows well enough that the street is a picture- 
gallery, where pretty faces framed in pietty bon- 



MGootjl>J 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 137 
n^^ts are meant lo be seen, and everybody has a 
right to see them. 

When we observe how the same features 

and style of person and character descend fram 
generation to generation, we can believe that some 
inherited wealtness may account for these peculiar- 
ities. Little snapping-turtles snap — so the great 
natnrnlist tells us — before they are out of the e^- 
BhelL t am satisfied, that, much higher up in the 
scale of life, character is distinctly shown at the 
age of — a or — 3 months. 

My friend, tlie Professor, has been full of 

eggs lately. [This remark excited a hurst of hi- 
larity, which I did not allow to interrupt the course 
of my observations.] He has been reading the 
great book where he found the fact about the little 
snapping-turtlcE mentioned above. Some of the 
things he has told me have suggested several odd 
analt^es enough. 

There are half a dozen men, or so, who carry in 
their brains the cwurinn ^ga of the next genera- 
tion's or century's civilization. These eggs are 
not ready to be laid in the form of books as yet; 
some of them are hardly ready to be put into the 
Ibrm of talk. But as rudimentary ideas or in- 
choate tendencies, there they are ; and these are 
whM must form the futare. A man's general no- 
lions are not good for much, unless he has a crop 
of these Intellectual ovarian eggs in his own brain. 
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□r knows them as they exist in the minds of oth- 
ers. One must be in the habit of talking with 
such persons to get at these rudimentary germs of 
thought ; for their development is necessarily iia- 
pcrfect, and they are moulded on new patterns, 
which must be long and closely studied. But 
these are the men to talk with. No Iresh tmlh 
ever gets into a book. 

A good many fresh lies get in, anyhow, — 

Baid one or the company. 

I |>rocecded in spite of the interruption. — All 
uttered thought, my friend, the Professor, says, is 
of the nature of an excretion. lis maierials have 
been taken in, and have acted upon the system, 
and been reacted on by it; it has circulated and 
done its office in one mind before it is given out 
for the beneSt of others. It may be milk or ven- 
om to other minds ; hut, in either case, it is some- 
thing which the producer has had the use of and 
can part with. A man instinctively tries to get 
rid of his thou)(ht in conversation or in print so 
soon as it is matured ; but it is hard to get at it 
as it lies imbedded, a mere potentiality, the germ 
of a germ, in bis intellect. 

Where are the brains that are fullest of 

these ovarian e^s of thought? — 1 decline men- 
tioning individuals. The producers of thought, 
who are few, the "jobbers" of thought, who are 
many, and the retailers of thought, who are num- 
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berless, are so mixM up in tho popular appio- 
heneion, that ic woold bo hopeless to try to eepa- 
rate tKem before opinion has hntl time to settle. 
Follow the course of opinion on the great sobjecls 
of hnman interest for a few generations or cen- 
turies, get its parallax, map out a small arc of its 
movement, see where it tends, and then see who 
is in advance of ic or even with it ; the world 
calls him hard names, probably ; but if yon would 
Hnd die ova of the fntore, you mnst look into the 
folds of hia cerebral convololions. 

[The divinity-student looked a little pozzled at 
this suggestion, as if he did not see exactly where 
he was to come oat, if he compaled his arc too 
nicely. I think it possible it might cut olf a few 
comers of his present belief, as it has cot off mar- 
tyr-burning and wilch-hanging ; — hut time will 
show, — lime will show, as the old gentleman 
opposite says.] 

0, — here is that copy of verses I told 

you about. 

SPRING HAS COME. 
hfrn Mural. 
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Tht pMen-chBliced crocDB burni ; 

The lung otvi^uiu-blUlea ippnr ) 
The *«ie*e»licd hyacinlh reluma, 

Kai lights ber blae-DuiHd chudelier. 

The ff flUis'i vbisiLIng Uahea, vrong 
With ulLow Wfleu lightl; tiruDg, 



Wide a'cT Uk cluptog srch ot An} 
gosn like & cloud tbelr botuT ebiel. 



The BcHtlet ihell-DHli eliek ud eliub 
The horseman, prood oTelTeak mid *r 
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Wild HILf rrom Um mniDUIiHlde, 

DooniBl lo Ibe ukue tnd tHuLiaf (bUlt, 

Lent me tbj' long, unUrlDg Mride 
To uek Hitb tbee Uf treatern bUl> ! 



To km DnhlBmed, li 
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[JW^^^jQt'V fsid enarrada d alma dd licendada 
NSjRy^ff Pedro Garcias. 

^^^i^M ^^ ^ should ever make a little book 
out of these papers, which I hope you 
are not getting tired of, I suppose I onght to save 
the abo*e sentence for a motto on the title.page. 
But I want it now, and must use it. I need not 
say to ;ou that the words are Spanish, lior that 
thej are 10 be found in the short Introduction 
to •' Gil Bias," nor that thcj mean, " Here lies 
buried the soul of the licentiate Pedro Garcias." 

I warned all j>oung people off the premises 
when I began my notes referring to old age. I 
must be equally fair with old people now. They 
are earnestly requested to leave this paper to 
young persons from the age of twelve to that of 
fourscore years and ten, at which latter period 
of life I am sure that I shall have at least one 
youthful reader. You know well enough what I 
mean by youth and age; — something in the soul, 
which has no more to do with Che color of the 
hair than the vein of gold in a rock has to do 
with the grass a thousand feet above it. 
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I am growing bolder as I write. I think it 
Te<[uires not only youth, hut genius, to read this 
paper. I don't mean to imply that it reqnired 
any whatsoever to talk what I have here written 
down. It did demiind a certain amount of mem- 
nmand of the English tongue 
n school education. So 
B hero I have related, at 
f n alities. You must have 
f poet to transfigure them. 
1 p hes are siains upon the 
I soul ; stand on the outside, 
meaningless spots of color ; 
they are glorified shapes with 
empurpled wings and sunbright aureoles. 

My hand trembles when I offer yon this. 
Many times I have come bearing flowers such as 
my garden grew ; bat now 1 offer yon this poor, 
brown, homely growth, you may cast it away as 
worthless. And yet — and yet — it \s something 
better than flowers ; it is a lefd-capiale. Many a 
gardener will cut you a bouquet of his ehoicest 
blossoms for email fbc, but he does not love to let 
the «eeds of his rarest varieties go out of his own 
bands. 

It is by little things that we know ourselves; a 
soul would very probably mistake itself for an- 
other, when once disembodied, were it not for 
individual experiences which dil&r from those of 
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others onlv in details eeeminglj trilling. All of 
us hnve been thirstj thousands of times, and felt, 
with I^ndar, thnt water was the best of things. 
I alone, as I think, of all mankind, remember one 
particalar pailful of walcr, flavored with the white- 
pine of which the pail was mode, and the brown 
mng out of which one Edmund, a red-faced and 
cnrlj-haired lioy, was averred to hose bitten a 
fr^ment in lis hasie to drink ; it being then high 
Bummer, and little full'blooded bojs fueling very 
warm and porous in ihe low-" studded" school- 
room where Dame Prentiss, dead and gone, ruled 
over JOnng children, many of whom are old 
ghosts now, and have known Abraham for twenty 
or thirtj years of our mortal time. 

Thirst belongs to humanity, everywhere, in all 
agei; but that while-pine pail, and (hat bronu 
mug belong to me in particular; and jiwt so of 
my special relationships with other things and 
with my race. One could never remember him- 
self in eternity by the mere fact of having loved 
or hated any more than by that of having thirsted ; 
love and hale have no more individuality in them 
than single waves in the ocean; — but the acci- 
dents or trivial marks which distinguished those 
whom we loved or hated make their memory onr 
own forever, and with it thai of our own person- 
ality also. 

Therefore, my aged Iriend of five-and-twenty, 
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or there&boau, pause at the threshold of th[g par- 
ticular record, and ask jourself seriously whether 
you are fic to read auch revelations aa Me to fol- 
low. For observe, you have here no splendid ar- 
ray of petals such as poets offer you, — nothing 
but a dry shell, containing, if yon will get ont 
what is in it, a few small seeds of poems. You 
may laugh at chem. if jon like. 1 shall never tell 
you what I think of you for so doing. But if 
you can read into the heart of these things, in the 
light of other memories as alight, yet as dear to 
your aool, then yon are neither more nor less than 
a Poet, and can afford to write no more veraes 
daring the rest of your natural life, — which ab- 
stinence I take to l)B one of (he lureal marks of 
your meriting the divine name I have just be- 
stowed upon you. 

May I beg of you who have begun this paper, 
nobly trusting to 3^>nr own imagination and sensi- 
bilities to give it the significance which it does not 
lay claim to without jour kind assistance, — may 
I beg of you, I aay, to pay particular attention to 
Ihe bradc^s which enclose certain paragraphs ? I 
want ray "asides," you see, to whisper lond to 
you who read my notes, and eomclimes I talk a 
page or two to you without pretending that I said 
a word of it 10 our boarders. You will find a 
very long " aside " to you almost as soon as yon 
begin to read. And so, dear young friend, tall to 
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at onco, taking such things as I have prorided for 
;oii ; und if jou tura them, by the aid of your 
powerfiil imagination, into a fair banqnet, why, 
then, peace lie wiih yon, and a summer by the 
still waters of some qniet river, or by some yellow 
beach, where, as my friend the Professor, says, 
yon can sit with Natnre'a wrist in jonr band and 
connt her ocean'pnlges.] 

I should like (o make a few intimate rerelalions 
relating especially to my early life, if I Ifiought 
you would like to hear tlicm. 

[The schoolmistress turned a little in her chair, 
and sat wjlb her face directed partly lowards me. 
— Half-monming now; — purple ribbon. That 
breastpin she wears haa gray hair in it ; her molh- 
fir's, no donbt; — 1 remember our landlady's 
daughter telling me, eoon afKr the schoolmis- 
tress came to board with us, that she had lately 
" buried a payrent." Thai 's what made her look 
so pale, — kept the poor dying thing alive with 
her own blood. Ah ! long illness is the real vam- 
pyrism ; think of living a year or two after one is 
dead, by sucking the life-blood out of a. frail young 
creature at one's bedside ! Well, souls grow white, 
a« well as cheeks, in these holy duties; one that 
goes in a nurse, may come out an nngel. — God 
btesi all good women! — to their soft hands and 

pitying hearts we must all come at last ! The 

schoolmistress has a better color than when she 



MGootjl>j 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 147 
came. Too late \ " It might have been." 

How many thonghta go to a doien heart- 
beats, sometimes 1 There was no long panse after 
mj remark addressed to the company, bat in that 
time I had the train 0! ideas and feelings I have 
just given flash through my consciousness sudden 
and ehaqi as the crooked red streak that springs 
out of its black sheath like the creese of a Malay 
in bia dentli-race, and stobs the earth right and lelt 
in its blind rage. 

I don't' deny that there was a pang in it, — 
yes, a Blab ; but there was a prayer, too, — the 
"Amen" belonged to that. — Also, a rision of 
a four-story brick honsc, nicely furnished, — I ac- 
tually saw many specilic articles, — curtains, so^, 
tables, and others, and could draw the patterns of 
them at this moment, — a brick house, I say, look- 
ing oat on the water, with a fair parlor, and books 
and busts and pots of flowers and bird-cages, all 
complete ; and at the window, looking on the wa- 
ter, two of OS. — " Male and female created He 
them." — These two were standing at (he window, 
when a smaller shape that was playing near them 

looked op at me with such a look that I 

poured oat a glass of water, drank it all down, 
and then continued.] 

I said I should like to tell yon some things, such 
as people commonly never tell, about my early rec- 
ollections. Should you like to hear Ihem ? 



MGoOtjl>J 



148 THE AUTOCRAT 

Sliould we liix to hear them f — ssid the sehooU 
mistress ; — do, but we should lone to. 

[Tlie voice was a sweet one, naCurallj, aod had 
something very pleasant id its tone, just then. — 
The four-Btory brict house, which had gone ont 
like a. transparency when (he light behind it is 
quenched, glimmered again fbr a tnoment; parlor, 
books, busta, flower-pots, bird-cages, all complete, 
— and the figures as before.] 

We are waiting with eagerness, air, — said the 
divinity-student, 

[The transparency went ont as if a flash of hlack 
lightning had struck it.] 

If you want to hear my conleasions, the next 
thing — I said — is to know whether I can trust 
yoa with them. It is only fair to say that there 
are a great many people in the world that laugh 
at SDcb things. I think they are foolH, but per- 
haps you don't alt agree witli me. 

Here are children of tender age talked to as if 
they were capable of understanding Calvin's " In- 
stitutes," and nobody has honesty or sense enough 
to tell the plain truth about the little wretches : 
that they are as saperstiiious as naked savages, 
and such miserable spiritual cowards — that is, if 
they hare any imagination — that they will believe 
anything which is taught them, and a great deal 
more which they teach themselves, 

I was born and bred, as I have told you twenty 
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times, among books and those who knew what was 
in booka. I was carefully instructed in things 
temporal and spiritual. But up 10 a considerable 
maturitj of childhood I believed Bnphael and Mi- 
chael Angelo 10 haTe been superhuman beings. 
The central doctrine of the prevalent religious 
faith of ChriHtendom was utterly confused and neu- 
tralized in my mind for years by one of those too 
common slories of actual life, which I OTerbeard 
repeated in a whisper. — Why did I not ask ! joa 
will say. — Ton don't remember the rosy pudency 
of sensitive children. The first insrinctive move- 
ment of the little creatures is to make a cadie, and 
bury in it beliefs, doubts, dreams, hopes, and ter- 
rors. I am uncovering one of these cac**s. Do 
you think I was necessarily a greater fbol and 
coward than another t 

I was afi^id of ships. Why, I could never tell. 
Tlie masts looked frightfully lall, — but they were 
not so tall as the steeple of our old yellow meet- 
ing-house. At any rate I used 10 hide my eyes 
from the sloops and schooners that were wont io 
lie at the end of the bridge, and I confess that 
traces of tbis undefined terror lasted very long. — 
One other source of alarm had a still more fearful 
significance. There was a great wooden hakd, — 
aglove-moket's sign, which used to swing and creak 
in (he blast, as it hung from a pillar bcfbro a cer- 
tain shop a mile or two outside of the city. Oh, 
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tiie drcailfnl hand I Always lianging iJicre ready 
to catch up a little boy, who would come home lo 
gupper no more, nor jet to bed, — whose porringer 
would be laid awey empty thenceforth, and h>B 
half-worn shoes wait until his small brother grew 
to fit them. 

As for all manner of superstitious observances, 
I used once to think I must have been peculiar in 
having 9uch a list of them, but I now believe that 
half the children of the same age go through the 
same experiences. No Roman soothsayer ever had 
such a catalogue of omens as I found in the Sibyl- 
line leaves of my childhood. That trick of throw- 
ing a stone at a tree and attaching some mighty 
issue to hitting or missing, which yon will find 
mentioned in one or more biographies, I welt re- 
member. Stepping on or over certain particular 
things or spots, — Dr. Johnson's especial weak- 
ness, — I got the habit of at a very early age. — I 
won't swear that I have not M>me tendency to 
these not wise practices even at this present date. 
[How many of you that read these notes can say 
the same thing!] 

With these follies mingled sweet delusions, 
which I loved 60 well I would not outgrow them, 
even when it required a voluntary efibrt to put a 
momentary trust in them. Here is one which I 
cannot help telling you. 

The flring of the great guns at the Navy-yard 
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ia easily heard at the place where I was born and 
liTcd. " There is a ship of war come in," they 
used to say, when they heard them. Of course, I 
lupposed that such vessels ernne in unexpectedly, 
after indelinite years of absence, — suddenly aa 
filing smnes ; and that the great c^n^ roared in 
their astonishment and delight at the sight of the 
old war-ship splitting the hny with her cutwater. 
Now, the sloop-of-war the Wasp, Captain Blakely, 
after gloriously capturing the Reindeer and tlie 
Avon, hid disappeared from ihe face of tha ocean, 
and was supposed to be lost. But there was no 
proof of it, and, of conrso, for a time, hopes were 
entertained that she might be heard from. t«ng 
after the last real chance had utterly vanished, I 
pleased myself with the fond illusion that some- 
where on the waste of waters she was still floating;, 
and there were yea™ daring which I nei-er heard 
the sound of the great guns booming inland from 
the Navy-yard without saying to myself, " The 
Wasp has come ! " and almost thinking I could 
see her, as she rolled in, crumpling the water be- 
fore her. weather-beaten, barnacled, with shattered 
spars and threadbare canvas, welcomed by the 
shouts and tears of thousands. This was one of 
those di'Cams that I nursed and never told. Let 
me make a clean breast of it now, and say, that, 
BO late as to have outgrown childhood, perhaps to 
have got far on towards manhood, when the roar 
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of the cannon has struck suddenly on mj ear, I 
have fltaned wiih a thrill of vague expecialioo aod 
tremulous delight, and the long-unspoken words 
have articulated themselves in the mind's dumb 
whisper, The Wasp has come 1 

Yes, children believe plenty of qneer things. 

I suppose all of you have had the pocket-book fe- 
ver when jou were liulel — What do I mean! 
Why, ripping up old pocket-books in fJie firm be- 
lief that bank-bills to an immense amount were 
hidden in them, — So, too, you nmat all remem- 
ber some splendid uufulfilled promise of somebody 
or other, which fed you with hopes perhaps for 
years, and which left a blank in your life which 
nothing has ever Riled up, — O, T, quitted our 
household, carrying with him the passionate re- 
grets of the more youthful members. He was an 
ingenious youngster; wrote wonderful copies, and 
carved the two initials given above with great skill 
on all available surfaces. I thought, by the way, 
they were all gone; but the other day I found 
them on a certain door which I will show yon 
some time. How it surprised me to lind them so 
near the ground 1 1 had thought the boy of no 
trivial dimensions. Well, 0, T., when he went, 
made a solemn promise to two of us. I was to 
have a ship, and the other a mattm.house (last 
syllable pronounced as in the word tin). Neither 
ever came ; but, how many and many a time 1 
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hare stolen to the corner, — the cars pass close 
by it tti this time, — and looked up that long 
avenue, thinking thac he muse be coming now al- 
most sure, as I turned 10 look northward, that 
there he would be, trudging toward me, tlie ship 
in one hand and Ihc marfin-houae in the other ! 

[You must not eupposc thai all I am going to ' 
U17, as well as all I have said, was told to the 
whole company. The young fellow whom they 
call John was in the yard, sitting on a barrel and 
smoking a cheroot, the fumes of which came in, not 
ungrateful, through the open window. The divin- 
ity-student disappeared in the midst of our talk. 
The poor relation in black bombazine, who looked 
and moved as if all her articulations were elbow- 
joints, hod gone off to her chamber, afkr waiting 
with a look of soul-subduing deeorum at the foot 
of the stairs until one of the male sort had passed 
her and ascended into the upper regions. This is 
a famous point of etiquette in our boarding-house ; 
in fact, between ourselves, they make such an aw- 
ful fuss about it, that I, for one, had a great deal 
rather have them simple enough not to think of 
such matters at all. Our landlady's daughter 
sdd, the other evening, that she was going to 
"retire"; whereupon the young fellow called 
John took np a lamp and insisted on lighting her 
to the foot of the st^rcase. Nothing would induce 
her to pass by Mm, undl the schoolmistress, say- 
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ing in good plain English ihat it was ber bedtime 
walked straight b^ them both, and not Beeming to 
trouble herself abunt either of ihcra. 

I have been lc<l awav from what I meant the 
portion included in these hracketa to inform mj 
readers about. I say, then, most of the boardera 
hod left the table about tlie time when I began 
telling some of these eecrets of mine, — all of them, 
in fact, but the old gentleman opposite and the 
schoolmistress. I understand why a young woman 
should like to hear these simple but genuiue ex- 
periences of early life, which are, as I hftTe said, 
the little brown seeds of what may yet grow to be 
poems with leaves of azure and gold ; but when 
the old gentleman pushed up his chiur nearer to 
me, and slanted round his best ear, and once, 
when I was speaking of some trifling, tender rem- 
iniscence, drew a long breath, with such a tremor 
in it that a little more and it would have been a 
sob, why, then I felt there must be something of 
nature in them which redeemed their seeming in- 
significance. Tell me, man or woman with whom 
I am whispering, have you not a small store of 
recollections, such as these I am uncovering, bur- 
ied beneath the dead leaves of many summers, per- 
haps under the unmelting snows of fast-returning 
winters, — a few such recoUcelions, which, if you 
should write them all out, would be swept into 
some careless editor's drawer, and might cost a 
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Ecanty half-honr'n laiy reading 10 his aabscribers, 
— and ;et, if Doalh should vhea.t you or them, you 
would not know yourself in eternity^] 

1 made tliree acquiuntanccs at a very ear- 
ly period of life, mv iiilrodavtion to whom was 
never forgottea. Tiie first unequivocal act of 
wrong ihat has left its trace in my memory was 
iliis ; refusing a smnll favor asked of me, — not- 
ing more than telling what had happened at school 
one morning. No matter who asked it ; but there 
were circumstances which saddened and awed me. 
1 had no heart lo epeak 1 — 1 Tattered some miser- 
able, perhaps petulant excose, stole away, and the 
first battle of life was lost. What remorse fol- 
lowed I need not tell. Then and there, to the 
best of my knowled;;e, I first consciously took Sin 
by the hand and turned my back on Duty. Time 
has led mo to look upon my offence more lenient- 
ly; I do not believe it or any other childish wrong 
is infinite, as some have pretended, but infinitely 
finite. Yet, O if 1 had but won that battle ! 

The great Destroyer, whose awful shadow it 
was that had silenced roe, came near me, — but 
never, so as to be distinctly seen and remembered, 
during my tender years. There flits dimly before 
mc the image of a little girl, whose name even I 
have (brgotten, a schoolmate whom we missed one 
day, and were told that she had died. But what 
death was I never had any very distinct ideii, un- 
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li] one Aay I climbed Ibe low slon« wall or the old 
burial-ground and niingl^ wiih a group that were 
looking into a very deep, Ion);, narrow hole, dug 
down through the green sod, down through the 
brown loam, don'n through the jellow gravel, and 
there at the bottom was an oblong red box, and a 
still, eharp, white tkee of a joung man wen through 
an opening al one end of it. When the lid was 
closed, and the gravel and stuneij rattled down pell- 
mell, and Che woman in black, who was crying 
and wringing her hands, went off with the other 
mourners, and left him, then 1 lelt that I had seen 
Death, and should never forget him. 

One other acquaintance I made at an earlier pe- 
riod of lifte than the habit of romancers authorizes, 
— Love, of course. — She was a famous beauty 
afterwards. — 1 am satisRed that many children 
rehearse their parts in the drama of life belbre they 
have shed all their milk-teeth. — I think I won't 
tell the story of the golden blonde. — I suppose 
everybody has hod his childish fancies ; but soitip- 
tinies they are passionate impulses, which antid- 
pats all the tremulous emotions belonging to a 
later period. Most children remember seeing and 
adoring an angel before they were a dozen years 

old. 

[The old gentleman had left his chair opposiU 
and taken a seat by the schoolmistress and inyi^lf, 
a little way Irom the table. — It 's true, it 's true. 
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said the old gentleman. — He look holJ of a steel 
watch-chain, whieh carried a Urge, square gold 
key at one end and was supposed 10 have some 
kind of timekeeper at the other. With some 
troable he draped np an ancienl-looking, thiek, 
silver, bnll's-cj'e watch. He looked at it for a 
moment, — hesitated. — touched the inner comer 
or his right eye with the pulp of his middle linger, 

— looked at ihe face of the vratch, — said it was 
getting into the forenoon, — then opened the watch 
and handed me the loose outside case without a 
wonl. — The watch-paper liad been pink once, and 
had a faint linge still, as if all its tender lile had 
not jel quite faded out. Two little birds, a flower, 
and, in small school-girl letters, a date, — 17 . . 

— no mailer. — Before I was thirteen years old, — 

said the old gentleman. 1 don't know what 

nna in that young schoolmistress's head, nor why 
she should have done it ; but she look out the 
watch-paper and put it softly to her lips, as if she 
were kissing the poor thing that made it so long 
^0. The old gentleman look the watch-paper care- 
fully from her, replaced it, turned away and walked 
out, holding the watch in his hand. I saw him pass 
the window a moment after with that foolish while 
hat on his head ; he could n't have been thinking 
what he was about when he put it on. So the 
schoolmistress aud I were left alone. I drew my 
chair a shade nearer to her, and continued.] 
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And since I am talking of earl; ivcollections, I 
don't know why I should n't mciilion some otheni 
that still cling lo me, — not that jou will attach 
any very particular meaning to these same imagea 
so full of siguilicance to xae, but that yaa will tind 
Bomelhing parallel to tliem in yonr own memory. 
You remember, perhaps, what I said one day 
about smells. There were certain soubiIb also 
wliich had a mysterious snggestivenesa to me, 
— not so intense, pcrtiaps, as that connected with 
tite otlier sense, but yet peculiar, and never lo be 
forgotten. 

The lirst was the creaking of the wood'Sleds, 
bringing their loads of oak and walnut from the 
coantry, as the slow-swinging oxen trailed them 
along over the complaining snow, in the cold, 
brown light of early morning. Lying in bed and 
listening to their dreary innsic had a pleasure in it 
akin to the Lucretian luxury, or that which Byrou 
speaks of as to be enjoyed in looking on at a 
battle by one " who bath no ftieod, no brother 
there." 

There was another sound, in Itself so sweet, and 
so connected with one of those simple and curious 
superstitions of childhood of which I have spoken, 
that I can never cease to cherish a sad sort of 
love for it. — Let me tell the superstitious fancy 
first. The Puritan " Sabbath," as everybody 
knows, bc^an at " sundown " on Saturday cveit- 
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ing. To each observance of it I waa bom and 
bred. As (he large, round disk of day declined, a 
stillness, B solemnity, a somewhat melancholy 
hnsh came over QS all. It was time for work lo 
cease, and for playthings to be pat awuy. The 
world of active life passed into the shadow of an 
eclipse, not to emerge until the sun should sink 
B^in beneath the horizon. 

It vaa in ihia stillness of (he world without and 
of (he soul within that the pulsating Inllabj of the 
evening crickebi used to make itself most distinctly 
heni-d, — so that I well remember I nsed to think 
that the purring of these little creatures, which 
mingled with the batrachian hymDS from (be 
neighboring swamp, una pecaiiar (0 Satarday 
tiKitiagt, I don't know that anything could give 
a clearer idea of the quieting and subduing effei't 
of the old habit of observance of what was connid- 
ered holy time, (ban Ibis B(range, childish fancy. 

Yes, and there was still another sound which 
mingled its solemn cadences with the waking and 
sleeping dreams of my boyhood. It was heard 
only at times, — a deep, moffled roar, which rose 
and tell, not lond, but vast, — a whistling boy 
wonld have drowned it for his next neighbor, but 
it must have been heard over the space of a hun- 
dred square mites. I used to wonder what this 
might be. Could it be the roar of the thousand 
wheels and the ten ihouaaad footsteps jarring and 
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(rampling a1on~ the slones of the di 
That would be continnons ; bat this, as I have 
said, rose and fell in regular rhjihm. I remem- 
ber being told, and I Euppose thie to have been 
the trae eolution, that it was. ihc sound of the 
wares, after a high wind, breaking on the lung 
beMbes many miles distant. I should really like 
to know whether any observing people livini; ten 
miles, more or less, inland Trom long beaches, — 
in such a town, for instance, as Canlabridge, in 
the eastern part of the Territory of the Massachu- 
setts, — have ever observed any such sound, and 
whether it was rightly accounted for as Bbove. 

Mingling with these inarlienjMe sounds in the 
low mnrmDr of memory, are the echoes of certain 
voices I have heard at rare intervals. I grieve to 
say it, but our people, I think, have not generally 
agreeable i-oicea. The marrowy organisms, witU 
skins that shed water like the backs of ducks, with 
smooth siirlaces neatly padded beneath, and velvet 
linings 10 their singing pipes, are not so common 
among us as that other paltem of humanity with 
angular outlines and plane surfaces, arid integu- 
ments, hair like the fibrous covering of a cocoa-nut 
in gloss and suppleness as well as color, and voices 
at once thin and strenuous, — acidulous enough 
to produce effervescence with alkalis, and stridu- 
lous enough to sing duels with the katydids. I 
think our conversational, soprano, as 1 
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overheard in the cars, arising from a group of 
young persons, who duj have taken the train at 
one of our great industrial centres, for inatance, — 
young persona of the Icmale sex, ive will say, who 
have bnstled in fulMresscd, engaged in loud stri- 
dent speech, and who, nDer free discussion, have 
fixed on two or more double seats, which having 
secured, they proceed to eat apples and hand 
round d^nerrotypes, — I say, I think the con- 
versational soprano, heard under these circutn- 
slaoces, would not be among the allurements the 
old Enemy would put in requisition, were he get- 
ting up a new temptation of St. Anthony. 

There are sweet voices among us, we all know, 
and voices not musical, tt may be, to those who 
' hear them for the first time, yet sweeter to us than 
any we shall hear until we listen to some warbling 
angel in the overture to that eternity of blissful 
harmonies we hope to enjoy. — But why should I 
lell lies ? If my friends .love me, it is because I 
try to tell the truth. 1 never heard but two 
voices in ray life that frightened mo by their 



Frightened you ? — said the schoolmis- 
tress. — Yes, frightened me. They made me feel 
as if there might bo constituted a creature with 
such a chord in her voice to some siring in an- 
other's soul, that, if she but spoke, he would leave 
all and follow her, though it were into the jaws of 
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Erebus. Our 011I7 chimce to keep our wita ia, 
that thei« are so few natural chords between 
others' voices and (his string in our eonU, and 
chat those which at first may have jnrred a liltia 
by and by come into hnrmonj with it. — Bot 1 
tell you this is no Action. Yon may call [he 
story of Ulysses and the Sirens a fable, but what 
will you say to Mario and the poor lady who fol- 

Whose were those two Toices that be- 
witched me so 1 — They bolh belonged to Ger- 
man women. One was a chambermaid, not others 
wise faseiottting. The key of my room at a cer- 
tain great horel was missing, and [liis Tenlonic 
maiden was summoned 10 give information re- 
specting It. The simple soul was evidently not ' 
long IVom her mother-land, and spoke with sweet 
uncertainty of dialect. But to hear her wonder 
and lament aad suggest, with soft, liquid inflec- 
tions, and low, sad murmars, in tones aa full of 
■erioDS tenderness tbr the faui of the lost key as 
if it had been a child that had strayed from its 
mother, was so winning, that, had her features 
and figure been as delicioas as her accents, — if 
she had looked like the marble Clylie, for instance, 
— why, all I can say is 

[The schoolmistress opened her eyes so wide, 
that 1 slopped short.] 

I WM only going to say that I should haTe 
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drowned nj'self For Lake Erie was close hy, 
and it ia so mnch better to accept asphyxia, which 
takes only three minatea by the watch, than a. 
TB^Kiltiaace, that lasts fifty years to begin with, and 
then passes along down the line of descent, (break* 
ing ODt in alt manner of boorish raanifeslations of 
feature and manner, which, if men were only as 
short-lived as horses; could be readily traced back 
through the sqnare-roots and the cnbe-roots of the 
family stem on which you have hung the armorial 
bearings of the De Champignons or (he De la 
Mornes, until one came to beings that ate with 
knives and said " Haow ! ") that no person of right 
(beling could have hesitated for a single moment. 

The second of the ravishing voices I have heard 
was, as I have said, that of another German wo- 
man. — I suppose I shall ruin myself by saying 
thai SQch a voice could not have corae from any 
Americanized human being. 

What was there in it? — said the school- 
mistress, — and, upon my wonl, her tones were bo 
very musical, that I almost wished I had said three 
voices instead of two, and not made the nnpalri- 
otic remark above reported. — 0,1 said, it had ho 
much imman in it, — malieliritg, as vrell lajemntlty; 
— no self-assertion, such as free suffrage introduces 
into every word and movement ; large, vigorous 
nature, running bock to those huge-linihed Ger- 
tuaus of Tacitus, but subdued by the revereutittl 



MGootjl>j 



1(4 ^''^ AUTOCRAT 

training and taoeil bj ihe kindly culture of fiftf 
i;eneraliuna. Sharp bueiness habits, a leiin Boh, * 
independence, enterprise, and east winds, are not 
the best things for the larj'nx. Still, yon hear 
noble voices among ns, — I have known families 
fiimoiis Tor them, — but ask the first person yoa 
meet a question, and ten to one there is a hard, 
sJiarp, metallic, matter-of-bnsiness clink in the ac- 
cents of the answer, thai produces the effect of 
one of those bells which email tradespeople con- 
nect with their Dhup-doors, and which spring npon 
3'our ear with such viiocity, as you enter, that 
your first impulse is to retire at once from the 
precincts. 

Ah, bnt I must not forget that dear little 

child 1 saw and heard in a French hospital. Be- 
tween two and three years old. Fell out of her 
cboir and snapped both [high-bones. Lying in 
bed, patient, gentle. Rongb students round her, 
some in while aprons, looking fearfully business- 
like ; but (he child placid, perfectly still. I spoke 
to ber, and the blessed little creature answered me 
in a voice of such heavenly sweetness, with that 
reedy thrill in it which you have heard in (he 
thrush's even-song, that I hear it at this moment, 
while I am writing, so many, many years after- 
wards. — C'ttt tout comme tin terin, said the French 
student at my side. 

These are the voices which simck the key-ROt« 
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of 1117 concepliona aa to what the sounds we are to 
hear in heai'en wilt be, if wo shall enter through 
one of the twelve gales of pearl. There most be 
other thinga besides aerolites that wander from 
their own Bpheres to ours ; and when wc speak of 
celosdnl Bweecness or beauty, we may be nearer 
the liter^ tmlh than we dream. If mankind gen- 
erally are the Bhipwrecked aurvirors of some pre- 
Adamitic cataclysm, set adrift in these little open 
boats of humanity to make one jnoro trial 10 leaeh 
the sltore, — us some grave tlicologians hare main- 
tained, — if, in phlin English, men are the ghosts 
of dead dsTils who hare " died into life," (to bor- 
row an expre^ion from Keats,) and walk the 
earth in a sait of tiring rags which lasts three 
or four score Bummers, — why, there must hare 
been a few good spirits sent l« keep them compa- 
ny, nnd tlieae sweet roices I speak of must belong 

1 wish you could once hear my sister's 

roice, — said the schoolmistress. 

If it is like yours, it mast l>e a pleasant one, — 

I nerer thought mine was anytliiug, — said the 
schoolmistress. 

How should you know 1 — said I. — People 
never hear their own roices, — any more than they 
see their own faces. There is not even a looking- 
glass for the roice. . Of course, tbei^.ta something. 
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andible to ns irheD ws speak; but that Eomethiag 
is not our own voice as it is known lo all oar ac- 
qnaintiinces. I think, ir an image spoke (o as in 
our own tones, we should not know them in iho 
letut. — How pleasant it would b«, if in another 
scale of being we could hnre shapes like our own 
former selves for playthings, — we standing out- 
side or inside of them, as we liked, and they being 
10 as just what we used to be to others! 

I wonder if there will be nothing like what 

we call "plaj," after our earthly toys arc broken, 
— said the schoolmistress. 

Hush, — said I, — what will the divinity-student 

[I thonght she was hit, that time; — but the 
shot mast have gone over her, or on one side of 
her; she did not flinch.] 

O, — said the schoolmistress, — he must look 
out for my sister's heresies ; 1 am afraid he will 
be too busy with them to take care of mine. 

Do yon mean to say, — said 1, — that it is your 
tisUT whom that student 

[The young fellow commonly knovm as John, 
who had been sitting on the barrel, smoking, 
jumped off just then, kicked over the barrel, gave 
it a push with liis foot that set it rolling, and 
stuck his saucy-looking face in at the window so 
tis to cut my question off in the middle ; and the 
scboolmiitress leaving the room a few minut«< 
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afi^rwanls, I did not have a chance 10 Hnish 

The jonng tcUoir came in and sat down in a 
chair, putting his heels on the top of auolhcr. 

Fuoty girl, — said l>e. 

A fine jonng lady, — 1 replied. 

Keeps a rust-rate itcbool, according (o accoanta, 
— said he, — teaches all sorts of ihings, — Latin 
and Italian and music. Follis rich once, — smaslii-d 
up. She went right ahead as Btnart as if she 'd 
been bora to work. That '» the kind o' girl I go 
for. r 'd marry her, only iwo or three other girls 
would drown themselves if I did. 

I thinli the above is the longest speech of this 
young fellow's which I have pnC on record. 1 do 
not like to change his peculiar expressions, for this 
id one of those cases in which the style is tjie man, 
as M. de Buffon says. The fact is, the young fel- 
low is a good4iearted creature enongh, only too 
fund of his jokes, — and if it were not for those 
heat-lightning winke on one side of his face, I 
should not mind his fun modi.] 

[Some days after this, when the company were 
together again, I talked a little.] 

1 don't think I have a genuine hatred for 

anybody. I am well aware thai I differ herein 
iTonii the sturdy English moralist and the stout 
American tragedian. 1 don't deny that I hate i/ie 
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til/it of cerlain peoiile; but the quolj^es which 
make me tend lo hate the man himself are such 
us I am so much diHposed to pit;, thai, except 
under immediate aggrava^on, 1 feel lundlj enough 
to the worst of them. It is such a sad thing to 
he bom a, Eneaking fellow, so much worse thao to 
inherit a hump-back or a couple of club-fcel, that 
I sometimes feel as if we ought to love the crip- 
pled BOuls, if 1 may use this expression, with a 
certain tenderness which we need not waste on 
noble naturen. Que who is bora with sueb con- 
genital incapadtj that nothing can make a gentle- 
man of him is entitled, not to our wrath, hut to 
our profoundesl aympathj. But as we cannot 
help haling the sight of these people, just us we 
do that of physical deformities, we gradnollj elim- 
inate them from our sticiety, — we love thom, but 
open the window and let them go. By the time 
decent people reach middle age they have weeded 
their circle prettj well of these unfortunates, un- 
less they have a taste for such animals ; iu which 
case, no matter what their position may be, there 
is something, jou may be sure, in their natures 
akin to that of their wretched parasites. 

The divinity -student wished to know what 

I thought of affinities, as well us of antipathies ; 
did 1 believe in love at tlrsi sight ? 

Sir, — said I, — all men love all women. That 
is the priBia-facit aspect of the cuhs. The Court 
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of Nature tusumea the law io bs, that all men do 
no; anil the individual man is bound 10 Dhow 
cause why he does not love any particular woman. 
A roan, says one of my old black-lelter law-books, 
may jihow divers good reasons, as rhus : Hs hath 
not seen tbe person named in the indictnienl; she 
ia of lender age, or the reverse of (hat ; she hath 
cerdun personal disqualiftcfttions, — as, forinsiance, 
she is a blackamuur, ur hath an ill-favored counte- 
itauce ; or, his capacity of loving beinj; limited, his 
aH'ectiona are en^^rossed by a previous comer; and 
so of other conditions. Not the leas is it true that 
he is bound by duty and inclined by nature to love 
each and every woman. Therelbre it is that each 
woman virtually suuinions every man (o show 
cause why he dotU not love her. This is not by 
wrillen document, or direct speech, for tJie most 
part, but hy certain signs of silk, gold, and other 
maleriala, which say to all men, — Look on me 
and love, as in duty bound. Then the man plead- 
eth Ms special incapacity, whatsoever that may be, 
— as, for instance, inipecunlosity, or that he hath 
one or many wives in his household, or that he is 
of mean Hgure, or small Capacity ; of which rea- 
sons, it may be noted, that the first is, according 
to late decisions, of chiefest authority. — So far 
the old law-book. Bat there is a note from an 
older authority, saying that every woman doth 
ulao love each and every man, except tlicre be 
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eome good renaon lo ihe contrary ; enil a very ob- 
serving friend of mine, a young unmarriGd clergy- 
man, lells me, tliat, so fur aa his eKpericnce goes, 
he has reason to tliink (he uicieat author had bft 
to justify his slatement. 

I 'II tell you how it is with the pictures of 
vomen we fall in love with at first sight. 

We ain't talking about pictures, — said 

the liuidlady's daughter, — we're talking about 

1 understood tbat we were speaking of love at 
sight, — I remarked, mildly. — Now, as all a man 
knows aliout a woman wbom he looks at is just 
what a picture as big as a copper, or a " nickel," 
rather, at the bottom of his eye can leach him, I 
think I am right in saying we are talking about 
the pictures of women. — Well, now, the reason 
why a man is not desperately in love with ten 
thousand women at once is just tbat which pre- 
vents all our portraits being distinctly seen upon 
that wall. They all are painted there by reflec- 
tion from our faces, but because oU of them are 
painted on each spot, and each on the same sur- 
face, and many other objects at llie same time, nu 
one is seen as a picture. But darken a chamber 
and let a single pencil of rays in through a key- 
hole, then you have a picture on the wall. We 
never lall in love with a woman in distinction 
itma women, until we can get an imaga of her 
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throagh A pin-hole; and then we can see nothing 
eise, and nobody hot ourselves can see the imago 
in our menial cnmcra-obscura, 

Mj friend, the Poet, tells me he has 

to lenve town whenever the anniversaries come 

Whafs the difficulty ? — Why, they all want 
him to get up and make speeches, or songs, or 
toasts ; which is ju9l the ixry thing he does n't 
want to do. He is an old stury, he says, and 
hales 10 show on these occasions. Bnt they tease 
him, and coax him, and can't do witbiiut him, 
and feel M over his poor weak head ^til they 
get their fingers on the JimlaiieUe, (the Professor 
will tell you what this means, — he says the one 
at the lop of the head always remains open in 
poets,) nnlil, by gentle pressure on that soft pul- 
sating spot, they stupefy him 10 the point of 

There are limes, though, he says, when it is a 
pleasure, before going to some agreeable meeting, 
to rush out into one's garden and cinlth up a 
handful of what grows there, — weeds and violets 
together, — not cutting them off, but pulling them 
Dp by the roots with the brown earth they grow 
in sticking to Ihcm. Thai 's his idea of a post- 
prandial performance. Look here, now. These 
verses I am going to rend you, he tells me, were 
pulled up by tbu roots Just in ihat way, the 
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other Aaj. — Beautiful entertainment, — namea 
there on the plates that Sow from all Engliiih- 
speaking tongues as familiarly as and or (he; 
entertainers known wherever good poetrj and 
ftlr title-pages are held in esteem ; guest a kind- 
hearted, modest, genial, hopeful poet, who sings 
to the hearts of his countrymen, Che British peo- 
ple, the songs of good cheer which the better days 
to come, as all honest souls trust and belieTe. will 
turn into the prose of common life. Mj frieod, 
the Poet, says you most not read surh a string of 
verses too literally. If he trimmed it nicely be- 
low, you would n't see the roots, he says, and he 
likes to keep ttiem, and a little of the soil clin|;ing 
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rho kerehlefi wnvlOg tnm Iht pier, 



! I&ughe, Ami a\\ hit 



And Honor turns irlth Trawn deflint, 
Lauffbi Lauder than [be Luigfa[Dg gluitT- 
" WheD glaiy with III duit hu 1>lendei1f 
Till euUi sDd lulu and ililei *n reodad ! 
BcnenOi escb ivlnging (dreu-boai;!! 



Huffed Id the cllnf lag bUlow^t clAip, 

The Biitlih oak vitb rooted grup 
Ha* Blender buidlUI holdn together ^ — 
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When my friend, Ihe Profi^ssor, found ihal my 
rricnd, the Poet, bud been coming out io tliis full- 
blown style, he got a little excited, as you may 
have seen a canary, sometimea, when another 
sirikes up. The Professor says he knows be can 
lecture, and lliinks he can write verses. At an/ 
rale, he has olien tried, and now he was dctei'- 
mined to try a^in. So when some professional 
friends of his called him up, one day. aller a feast 
uf reason and a regular " freshet" of soul which 
had lasted two or three hours, be read them these 
verses. He introduced them with a few remarks, 
be t«ild me, of which the only one he remembered 
was this: that he had rather write a single line 
which one among them should think worth re- 
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membering than set them all laughing with a 
string of epigrams. It was all right, I don't 
doubt ; at any rat«, that was his funcy then, and 
perhaps another lime be may bo oli9linately hiln- 
riouB ; however, it may be that be ia growing 
graver, for time ia a fact so long an clocks anil 
watches continue W go, and a cat can't bo a kit- 
ten always, as the old gentleman opposite said tho 
other day. 

Yoa must listen to this seriously, for I think 
the Profossor was very much in earnest when be 
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LibrniKltt,— 



F« Uiew Ihe bluMont-sprlnL 
Th»t Boi>il> Uie lonely gni 
When aprlne rails In her see 
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|j^6@unE schoolmistress came down with a 

i^3gS She has been walking early ; she has 
^^^^ brought back two others, — one on 
each rhcek. 

I told her so, in some such pretty phrnse as I 
could muster for the occasion. Those two blush- 
roses I just spoke of turned into a conple of dem- 
uks. 1 suppose all this went through my {Dinil, 
for this was wbHt I went on to say ; — ] 

I love the damask rose best of all. The floners 
our mothers and sisters used to love and cherish, 
those which grow beneath our eaves and by our 
doorstep, are the ones wc always love best. If the 
Houyhnhnms should ever catcli me, and, finding 
me particularly vicious and unmana^able, send a, 
man-tamer to Hareyfy me, I '11 tell yon what drags 
he would have to lake and how he would have to 
nae them. Imagine yourself reading a nnmbcr of 
the HuDvbnhnm Gazette, giving an account of 
such an experiment. 



" The soft-hoofed semi-qaadruped recently cap- 
tured was subjected to the art of our distinguished 
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man-tnmcr in presence of a niimeruas aasemhJj. 
The aniiuu] was led in by tvro scout ponica, closely 
contined hy straps to prevent his sudden and dan- 
gOTOus tricks of shoulder.bittin;r anil foot-striking. 
His countenance expressed the Qlmost degree of 
ferocity and cunning. 

" The operator took a hnndful of budding lUoc- 
laii-et, and crushing' them slightly between hia 
hoofs, so as to bring out their peculiar fragrance, 
fastened ibcin to tlie end of a lc)ng pole and held 
them towards the creature. Its expression changed 
in an instant, — it drew in their fragrance Eagerly, 
and attempted to seize (hem with its soft split 
hoofs, liaving thus quieted his suspicious sub- 
ject, the operator proceeded to tic a Uue hgadnlh to 
the end of the pole and held it out towards the 
wild animal. The effect was magical. Its eyes 
filled aa if with rain-drops, and its lips trembled as 
it pressed them to the flower. After this it waa 
perfectly quiet, and brought a measure of corn to 
^e man-lamer, without showing llui lease disposi- 
tion to strike with the feet or hit from the 
shoulder." 

That will do for (he Houyhnhnm Gazette. — 
Do yon ever wonder why poets talk so much 
about flowers ? Did yon ever hear of a poet who 
did not talk about Ihem ? I>on't yon think a 
poem, which, for the sake of beinR original should 
leave them out, would bo like those verses where 
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tho tetter (I or e or some other is omitted ! No. 

— they uill hloom over and over again in poems 

old and alwavs new. Why should we be more 
shy of repealing ourselves than the spring be tired 
of blossoms ur the night of stars ^ Look at "Ssr 
tare. She never wearies of saying over her fioral 
paler-noiiter. In the crevices of Cyetopcan waits, 

— in the dost where men lie, dust also, — on the 
mounds that bnry liugo cities, tlie nreck of Nin- 
eveli and the Babel-lieap, — still that saroo sweet 
prayer and benedietion. The Amen ! of Nature 
is always a flower. 

Are you tired of my trivial personalities, — 
those splashes and aireaks of sentiment, sometimes 
perhaps of senlimenlatity, which you may see 
when I show you my heart's corolla as if it were a 
tulip? fray, do not give yourself tho trouble to 
lancy me an idiot whose conceit it is to treat him- 
self as an exceptional l>eing. It is tiecause you 
are jnat like me that 1 talk and know tlial you 
will listen. We ore alt splashed and stieaked 
with sentiments, — not with precisely the same 
tints, or in exactly the same patterns, but by the 
same hand and from the same paiette. 

1 don't believe any of yon happen 10 have just 
the same passion for the blue hyacinth which I 
have, — very certainly not for the crushed lilat- 
leaf-buds ; many of you do not know how sweet 



MGoOtjl>J 



tgo TBK AUTOCRAT 

they are. Y<;u tove the Bmell of the sweet-fern 
and (he bavberrj-leaves, 1 don't doubt ; but I 
hardlj think that the last bewitches jou with 
joang memories as it dues me. For tbe same 
reason I come bnck to damask roses, after haTtng 
raised a good many of Ihe rant varieties. 1 like 
to go to operas and concerts, but there are qneer 
little old homely sounds that are better than 
music to me. HoweTcr, 1 suppose it's foolish lo 
tell snch things, 

It is pleasant to be foolish at the right 

time, — said the divinity-student; — saying it, 
however, in one of the dead languages, whicb I 
think are unpopular for summer-reading, and 
therefore do not bear quotation as such. 

Well, now, — said I, — suppose a good, clean, 
irholesomc-looking countryman's cnrt Hlups oppo- 
wte my door. — Do I want any huckleberries ? — 
If I do not, there ar* those that do. Thereupon 
my soft-voiced handmaid bears out a large tin-pan, 
and then the wholesome countryman, heaping the 
peck.measure, spreads liis broad hands around its 
lower arc lo confine tbe wild and frisky berries, 
and so they run ninrbly along the narrowing chan- 
nel until they tumble rustling down in a black 
Cascade and tinkle on the resounding metal be- 
neath. — I won't say that this rushing huckleberry 
hail'Slorm has not more music for me than tho 
" Anvil Chorus." 
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1. wonder how m/ great trees are coining 

Where are your great trcea, sirl — said 

tbe divinity-student. 

O, all round about New England. I call all 
trees mine that I have put Tuy wedding-ring on, 
and I have as many tree-wives as Brigham Young 
baa human ones. 

One set 's as green as the other, — ex- 
claimed a boarder, who has never been identified. 

They 're all Bloomers, — said the young felluw 
called Juhn. 

[I should have rehuked this trifling with lan- 
gnnge, ir our landlaily's daughter had not asked 
me just then what I meant liy putting my wed- 
ding-ring on a tree,) 

Why, measuring it with my Ihirty-foot tape, 
my dear, — said I, — I have worn a lape almost 
out on the rough barlcs of our old New England 
elms aud'other big trees. — Don't jou want to 
hear me talk trees a little Don ? That is one of 
my speciaJtius. 

[So they all agreed that they should like to hear 
me talk abont trees,] 

1 want you to understand, in the first place, that 
I have a most intense, passionate fondness for trees 
in general, and have had several romantic attach- 
ments to certtun trees in particular. Now, if you 
expect me to hold forth in a " scientific " way 
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about mj tree-loves, — to ulk, for inEtance, of the 
UliDUS Americann, and describe the ciliated edges 
of lis samara, atid all that, — yon are an an!«rine 
individual, and I must refer you to a dull friend 
who will discourse to you of such matters. What 
should you think of a lover who should describe 
the idol of his heart in the language of science, 
thus: Class, Mammalia; Order, Primates; Ge- 
nus, Homo; Species, Europeus; Variety, Brown, 
Individual, Ann Eliza; Dental 

No, my friends, I shall epcak of trees as we see 
them, love them, adore (hem in the fields, where 
they are alive, holding their green sun-shades over 
our heads, talking to us with their hundred thou* 
sand whispering tongues, looking down on us with 
that sweet meekness which belongs to huge, but 
limited organisms, — which one sees in the brown 
eyes of oxen, but most in the patient posture, the 
outstretched arms, and the heavy-drooping robes 
of these vast beings endowed with life, but not with 
soul, — which outgrow us and outlive us, but stand 
helpless, — poor things 1 — while Nature dresses 
and undresses them, like so many full-sized, but 
under-witted children. 

Did you ever read old Daddy Gilpin 1 Slowest 
of meu, eveu of English men ; yet delicious in lii« 
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slowness, as is the light of a sleep; eje in nomnn. 
I iilivaya supposed "Dr. Syntax" was written to 
make fun of him. I have a whole set of his works, 
and am very proud of it. with its gray paper, and 
0]>en type, and long (T, and orange-juice landscapes. 
Tlio Ph-e Gilpin had the kind of science I lilte in 
the study of Nature, -:— a little less observation than 
White of Selborne. but a little more poetry. — Just 
Chink of applying the Linna!.in system to an elm I 
Who cares how many stamens or pi:itil8 that little 
brown flower, which comes out before the leaf, 
maj; have to classify it by ? What we want is the 
meaning, the character, the expression of a tree, as 
a Icind aud as an individual. 

There-is a mother-idea in each partieiilar kind 
of. tree, which, if well marked, is probnbly embod- 
ied in the poetry of every language. Take the 
oak, for instance, and wo find It always standing 
as a type of strength and endurance. I wonder 
if you ever thought of the single mark of auprein- 
acy which distinguishes this tree from all our 
other foresl-trces ! Alt the rest of them shirk the 
work of reaisting gravity ; the oak alone defies it. 
It chooses the horizontal direction Ibr its limbs, so 
that their whole weight may tell, — and then stretch- 
es them out fifty or sixty feet, so that the strain 
may be mighty enough to be worth resisting. You 
will find, that, in passing fVom the extreme down- 
ward droop of the branches of the weeping-willow 
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to [he extreme upward incliiuition of chose of the 
poplar, thej sweep ncarij half a circle. Al 90° the 
oak stops short ; to slant upward another degree 
nould mark infirmity (if purpose ; 10 bend dowo- 
wards, weakness of organization. The American 
elm betrays something of both ; yet sometimes, as 
we shall see, puts on a certain resemblance 10 its 
sturdier neighbor. 

It won't do to be exclusive in our taste about 
trees. There is hardly one of them which has not 
peculiar beauties in some fitting place fi^r it. I 
remember a tall poplar of monumental proportions 
and aspect, a vast pillar of glossy green, placed on 
the summit of a lofty hill, and a beacon 10 all the 
country round. A native of that region saw lit to 
build his house very near it, and, having a fancy 
that it might blow down some time or other, and 
exterminate himself and any incidental relatives 
who might be "stopping" or "tarrying" with 
him, — also laboring under the delusion that hu- 
man life is under all circumstances to be preferred 
to vegetable existence, — had the great poplar cut 
down. It is so easy to say, " It is only a poplar ! " 
and so much harder to replace its living cone than 
to build a granite obelisk 1 

I must tell you about some of my tree-wives. I 
was at one period of my life much devoted to the 
young lady population of Rhode Island, a smaU, 
but delightful Slate in the neighborhood of Paw- 
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tucket. The number of inhHbitants being not 
very large, 1 had leisure, iluring my visits to tbe 
Providence Plftntaiions, to inspect Ibe face of the 
country' in tbe intervaU of more faacinating stud- 
ies of physiognomy'. I heard some talk of a great 
elm a short distance from the locolily just men- 
tioned. " let ua see the great elm," — I said, 
and proceeded to find it, — knowing that it was 
on a cerbun farm in a place called Johnston, if 1 
remember righ^y. 1 shall never forget my ride 
and my introduction to the great Johnston elm. 

1 always tremble for a celebraieil tree when I 
approach it for the flrsc time. Provincialism has 
no toaU of excellence in man or vegetulile; it 
never knows a first-rate article of cither kind when 
it has it, and is constantly taking second and third 
rate ones for Nature's best. I have often foncied 
the tree was afraid of me, and that a sort of shiver 
came over it as over a betrothed maiden when 
she first stands before the unknown to whom she 
has been plighted. Before the measuring- tape the 
prondest tree of them all quails and shrinks into 
itself. All those stories of four or live men stretch- 
ing their arms around it and not touching each 
other's fingers, of one's pHcing the shadow at noon 
and making it so many hundred feet, die upon its 
leafy lips in the presence of the awful ribbon which 
has strangled so many false pretensions. 

As I rode along the pleasant way, watching ea* 
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gerly for the object of \ay journey, the roundsd 
tops of the elms rose fiom time to time at the 
roaiiaifle. WhereTor one looked taller and fuller 
than the rcet, I a^ked myself, — "Is this it^" 
But as I drew nearer, they grew Emaller, — or it 
proved, perhaps, that two standing in a line had 
looked lifce one, and so deceived me. At last, all 
at once, when I was not thinking of it, — I de- 
clare to you it makes my flesh creep when I think 
of it now, — all at once I saw a great, green cloud 
swelling in the horizon, so vast, so symmetrical, 
of such Olympian majesty and imperial suprema- 
cy among the leaser forest growths, that my heart 
stopped short, then jumped at my ribs as a hunter 
springs at a five-barred gate, and I felt all tlirongh 
me, without need of uttering the words, — " This 

You will find this tree described, with many 
others, in the excellent Report upon the Trees and 
Shrubs of Massachusetts. The author has given 
my friend the Professor credit for some of his 
measuremeals, but measured this tree himself, 
carefully. It is a grand elm for size of trunk, 
spread of limbs, and muscular development, — 
one of the first, perhaps the first, of the first class 
of New England elms. 

The largest actual girth t have ever found at 
five leet from the ground Is in the great elm lying 
a stone's throw or two iiorth of the main road 
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(If my points of compass arc right) in Springfield. 
But this has much Che appearance of having been 
formed b/ tbe anion of two trunks growing; side 
bjf side. 

The West Springfield elm and one upon North- 
ampMD meadona, belong also to the first cJass of 

There is a noble old wreck of nn elm at Hat- 
field, which used to spread its claws out over a 
circnraference of thirty-five feet or more before 
tbey covered the foot of its bole up with earth. 
This ig the American elm moat like an oak of any 

The Shefiield elm is equally remarkable for size 
and perfection of form, I have seen nothing that 
comes near it in Berkshire County, and few to 
compare with it anywhere. I am not sure that I 
remember any other first-class elms in New Eng- 
land, but there may be many. 

What makes a first-elaas elm? — Why, 

size, in the first place, and chiefly. Anything 
over twenty feet of clear girth, five feet above the 
ground, aod with a spread of branches a hundred 
feet across may claim that title, according to my 
scale. All of them, with the questionable excep- 
tion of the Springfield tree above referred to, stop, 
m far as my experience goes, at about twenty-tn'O 
or twenty-three feet of girth and a hundred and 
twenty of spread. 
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Elms of the second class, generally ranging 
(torn tbnrleen to eigbCeen feci, are eumparntively 
common. The queen of them all is that glori- 
ous tree near one of the churches in Springfield. 
Beautiful and etately she is beyond all praise. The 
"great tree" on Boston Comraon comes in the 
second rank, as docs the one at CohasscC, which 
uied to have, and probably has still, a head as round 
as an apple-tree, and that at Ncwburypori, with 
scores of others which might be mentioned. These 
last two hare perhaps been over-celebrated. Both, 
however, are pleasing vegetables. The poor old 
Pittsfield elm lives on its past reputation. A wig of 
&lse leaves is indispensable to make it presentable. 

[I don't donbt there may be some monster-elm 
or other, vegetating green, but inglorious, in some 
remote New England village, which only wants a 
sacred singer to make it celebrated. Send us 
your measurements, — (certified by the postioas- 
ter, to avoid possible imposition,) — circuroferenco 
five feet from soil, length of line from bough-end 
to boagh-eod, and we will see what can be done 
for you.) 

1 wish somebody would get us up the fol- 
lowing work ; — 



Photographs of New England Elms and other 
Trees, taken upon the Same Scale of Mnguitude. 
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With Letter-PreEB Desrripiioas, tj a XHstingaished 

Literftry Gentlcmnn. Boston : & Co. 

The eaiDC camera should be used, — go far as> 
possible, — at a fixed distance. Our friend, who 
haa given us so man}' interesting figures in hii 
" Trees of America," must not think this Pi'o- 
spectus invades his province ; a dozen portrait, 
with livelj deseriplions, would be a prettj com- 
plement to his lat^r vrorlc, which, so far as pub- 
lished, I And excellent. If my plan were carried 
out, and another series of a dozen English trees 
photographed on the same Ecale, the comparison 
would be charming. 

It has always been a favorite idea of mine to 
bring the life of the Old and the New World face 
to face, by an accurate comparison of their va- 
rious types of organization. We should begin 
with man, of course ; institute a large and exact 
comparison between the development of ta piaala 
ttiBoaa, as Alfieri called it, in dillbrent sections of 
each country, in the diRbrent calling^, at different 
ages, estimating height, weight, force by the dyna- 
mometer and the spirometer, and finishing off with 
a series of typical photographs, giving the prin- 
cipal national physiognomies. Mr. Hutchinson 
has given ns some exceileni English data to begin 

Then I would follow this up by contrasting the 
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various parallel forms of life in Che two continents. 
Our naturalists have often referred to tiiia inciden- 
tally or ex])resslyj but the anmaa of Nature in 
the tvo half globes of the planet ia so momentous 
n point of interest to our race, that it shonM be 
made a subject of express and elaborate study. 
Go out with me into that walk which we call the 
Mall, and look at the English and American elms. 
The American elm is tall, graceful, slender-sprayed, 
and drooping as if from languor. The English 
elm is compact, robust, holds its branches up, and 
carries its leaves for weeks longer than our own 

Is this typical of the creative force on llie two 
sides of the ocean, or not? Nothing but a care- 
ful comparison through the whole realm of life 
can answer this question. 

There is a parallelism without identity in the 
animal and vegetable life of the two coniinenia, 
which favors the lask of comparison in an extraor- 
dinarj manner. Just as we have two trees alike 
in many ways, yet not the same, both elms, yet 
easily distinguishable, just so we have a complele 
flora and a fauna, which, parting from the same 
ideal, embody it with various modificationB. In- 
ventive power is the only quality of which the 
Creative Intelligence seems to be economical ; just 
as with our largest human minds, that is the di- 
vinest of faculties, and the one that most exhausts 
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the mind which exercises it. As ihe same patternt 
have veiy coramonl}' be«n folloired, we can see 
which ia worked out in the largest spirit, and de- 
termine the exact limitations under which the Cre- 
ator places the movement of life in hU its niani(e»- 
tatioHS in either locality. We should find ourselves 
in a very false position, if it should prove that 
Anglo-Saxons can't live here, but die out, if not 
kept up b; fresh supplies, as Dr. Knox and other 
more or less wise persons have maintained. It 
may turn out the other way, as 1 have heard one 
of our literary celebrities argne, — and though I 
took ihe other aide, I liked his best, — that the 
American is the Englishman reinforced. 

Will you walk out and look at those elms 

with me after breakfast ? — 1 said to the school- 
mistress. 

[I am not j^ing to tell lies abont it, and say 
that she blushed, — as 1 suppose she ought to 
have done, at such a. tremendous piece of gallan- 
try as Ibat was for our boarding-house. On the 
contrary, she turned a little pale, — but smiled 
brightly and said, — Yes, with pleasure, but she 
most walk towards her school. — She went for ber 
bonnet — The old gentleman opposite followed 
ber with his eyes, and said he wished he was a 
young follow. Presently she came down, looking 
very pretty in her half-monming bonnet, and car. 
lying a ^houl-buok ia her hand.} 
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This is the shortest way, — she s^d, as we came 
lo a corner. — Then we won't lake il. — said I. — 
The schoolmistress laughed a little, snd said ehe 
was ten minutes early, so she conld go round. 

We walked under Mr. Paddock's row of Eng- 
lish elms. The gray squiirels were out looking 
for their breakfasts, and one of them rame toward 
us in light, soil, intermittent leaps, until he waa 
close to the mil of the burial -gronnd. He was on 
a grave with a broad blue-slate-etone at its head, 
and a shrub growing on it. The stone said this 
was the grave of a young man who was the son 
of nn Honorable gentleman, and who died a hun- 
dred years ago and more. — yes, died, — with a 
small triangular mark in one breast, and another 
smaller opposite, in his back, where another young 
man's rapiM' had slid through hia body ; and so 
he lay down out there on the Common, and waa 
found cold the next morning, with the night-dews 
and the dcalh-dewa mingled oti his forehead. 

Let us have one look at poor Benjamin's grave, 
— said I. — His bones lie where his body was laid 
BO long ago, and where the stone saya they Me, — 
which is more than can be said of most of the 
tenants of this and several other bnriat-grounda. 
[The most accursed act of Vandalism ever 
committed within my knowledge was the uproot- 
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iDg or Che anc[ea[ gravealones in three at least of 
oor city hariRl-grounds, and one at least just ont- 
siile the city, and planting them in rows to suit 
the taste for symmetry of the perpelratora. Many 
years ago, when this disgraceful process was going 
on under my eyes, 1 addressed an indignant re- 
monstrance to a leading joarnal. I snppoEe it 
was deficient in literary elegance, or too warm in 
its language ; for no notice was taken of it, and 
the hyena-horror was allowed to complete itself in 
the face of daylight. I haw ne^er got over it. 
The bones of my own ancestors, being entombed, 
lie beneath their own (ablet; but the upright 
stones have been shnl&cd about like chessmen, 
and nothing short of the Day of Judgment will 
tell whose dust lies beneath any of those records, 
meant by affection to mark one small spot as sa- 
cred to some cherished memory. Shame 1 shame 1 
shame) — that is all I can say. It was on public 
thoroughfares, nndcr the eye of authority, tlisl 
this infamy was enacted. Tho red Indians would 
have known belter ; the selectmen of an African 
kraal-village would have had more respect for their 
ancestors. 1 should like to see the gravestones 
which have been disturbed all removed, and the 
ground levelled, leaving the flat tombstones ; epi- 
taphs were never famous for truth, but the old re- 
proach of " Here Ua " never had snch a wholesale 
illustration as in these outraged burial-places. 
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where the Btoae does lie above, and tbe bone* 

do not Jie beneath.] 

Stop before we turn awaj, eod breathe a wo- 
man's sigh over poor B4.-njamin's dust. Love 
killed him, I think. Twenty years old, and oat 
there fighting another jonng fellow on tbe Com- 
mon, in the cool of (hat old July evening ; — yes, 
there must baTe been love at the bottom of it. 

The Ecboolmistreas dropped a rose-bud she had 
in ber band, through the rails, upon the grave of 
Benjamin Woodbridge. That wns all her com- 
ment upon what I lold her. — How women love 
I.ove, said I ; — but she did not speak. 

We came opposite the lieod of a place or court 
running eastward from the main street. — Look 
down there, — I said. — My friend the Professor 
lived in that house at the left hand, next the far- 
ther comer, for years and years. He died out of 
it, Ihe other day. — Died' — said the schoolmis- 
tress. — Certainly, — said I. — We die out of 
houses, just as we die oat of our bodies. A com- 
mcrciai smiish kills a, hundred men's houses for 
tlicm, as a railroad crash kills their mortal frames 
and drives out the immortal tenants. Men sicken 
of houses noiil at last they quit them, as tlie soul 
leaves its body when it is tired of its infirmities. 
The body has been called " tbe house we live in " ; 
the house is quite as much the body we live in. 
Shall 1 tell you some things the Profeuor said the 
other day 1 — Do I — said the schoolmistress. 
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A man's boij, — said the Professor, — is what- 
ever is occupied hj his will and his sensibititj'. 
The araail room down there, where I irrotc those 
papers ;ou remember reading, was mnch more a 
portion of my body than a paralytic's senselesa 
aad motionless arm or leg is of bis. 

The Boul of a. man has a scries of concentric 
envelopes round it, like the core of an onion, or 
the innermost of a nest of boxes. First, he has 
his natural gnrment of fleib and blood. Then, 
his artificial intogumcnla, with tbt-ir trae skin of 
solid staffs, tbeir cuticle of li^'hter tissues, and tlieir 
variously-tin led pi<;iiicnt9. Thirdly, his domicile, 
he it a single chamber or a stately mansion. And 
then, tbe whole visible world, in which Time but- 
tons him up as in a loose outside wrapper. 

You shall observe, — the Professor said, — for, 
like Mr. John Huoier and other grc&t men, ho 
brings in thai lAoM with great cflect sometimes, — 
yoa shall observe that a man's clothing or series 
of envelopes does ailer a cenuin time mould itself 
upon hia individual nature. We know this of our 
hats, and ape always reminded of it when we bap- 
pen to put them on wrong side foremost. Wo 
soon find that tbe beaver is a hollow cost of the 
skull, with all its irregular bumps and depressions. 
Just so all that clothes a man, even to the blue 
sky which caps his head, — a little loosely. — 
sLtpes itself 10 dt each particular being beneath 
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it. Fanners, sailors, astronomers, poets, loi'ers, 
condemned criminnls, all find it dilTerent. accord- 
ing to the eyes wilh which they severally look. 

But our hoDses shape tliemselreR palpably on 
ooT inoer and outer natures. See a householder 
breaking up and yon will be eare of it. There ia 
a slieil-Hsh which builds all manner of smaller 
shells into the walls of ils own. A house is 
never a home until we have cmsted it wilh the 
spoils of a hundred lives besides those of our own 
past. See what ihese are and you can tell what 
the occupant is. 

I had no idea, — a^d the Professor, — until I 
pulled up my domestic eslablishment (be olher 
day. what an enonnous quantity of roots I had 
been making during the years I was planted there. 
Why. there was n't a nook or a comer that some 
fibre had not worked its way into ; and when I 
gave (he last wrench, each of them seemed to 
shriek like a mandrake, as it broke its hold and 
came away. 

There is nothing thai happens, you know, 
which most not inevitably, and which does not 
actnaliy, photograph itself in every conceivable 
aspect and in all dimensions. The intinite gal- 
leries of the Past await but one brief process and 
all their pictures will be called ont and fixed for- 
ever. We had a curious illustration of the great 
fact on a very humble scale. When a certain 



MGootjl>j 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TAMLE. 197 
bookcasv, long standing in one place, for which it 
wa^ built, was removed, there was the exsct image 
on the w^i of the nhole, and of many of ils por- 
tions. Bat in the midst of this picture was an- 
other, — the precise outline of a map which had 
hung on the wall before the bookcase was built. 
We had all forgotten everything about the map 
natil we saw its photograph on the wall. Then 
we remembered it, as some day or other we maj 
remember a sin which has been built over and 
covered op, when this lower universe is pulled 
away from before the wall of Infinity, where the 
wrong-doing stands self-recorded. 

The Professor lived in that house a long time, 
— not twenty years, bnt pretty near it. When he 
entered that door, two shadows glided orer the 
threshold ; five lingered in the doorway when he 
passed throngh it for the last time, — and one of 
the shadows was claimed by its owner to be longer 
than his own. What changes he saw in that 
quiet place I Death rained through every roof 
but his ; children came into life, grew to maturity, 
wedded, faded away, threw themselves away ; the 
whole drama of lite was played In that stock-com- 
pany's theatre of a dozen houses, one of which 
was his, and no deep sorrow or severe calamity 
ever entered his dwelling. Peace he to those 
walls, forever, — the Professor said, — for the 
many pleasant years he has passed within them 1 
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The Profesiior lias a frienil, now living at a dis- 
tance, wbo hiu been will) him in many of hi* 
changes of place, and ivho follows bim in imagina- 
tion with tender interest wherever he goes. — In 
that little court, where be lived in gay loneliness 

— in his antumnal sojoam by the Connecticut, 
where it conies loitcKng down from its mountain 
iaetncsses like a great lord, swallowing up the 
sm^l proprielarj- rivideta very quietly as it goes, 
aniil it gets proud and swollen and wantons in 
huge luxurious o^tbows abont the foir Korlhamp- 
ton meadows, and at last overflows ihe oldest in- 
habitant's ntemory in profligate freshets at Hart- 
fbrd and all along its lower shores, — up in that 
caravansary on the banks of the stream where 
Lcdyard launched his log canoe, and the jovial 
old Colonel used to lead llie Commencement pro- 
cessions, — where blue Ascutney looked down 
from the far distance, and the hills of Bculah, 
as the Frofrssor always called them, rolled up the 
opposite liorizon in EufC climbing masses, so sug- 
gestive of the Pilgrim's Heavenward Path that he 
used to look through his old "Dollond" to see 
if [he Shining Ones were not within range of 
sight, — sweet visions, sweetest in those Sunday 
walks which eorry them by the peaceful common, 
through Ihe solemn village lying in cataleptic still- 
ness under the sbadow of the rod of Moses, to the 
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terminus of their harmless stroll. — the patulous 
fagc, in the Professor's classic dialect, — the 
Bpronding beech, in more fniniliar phrnse, — (stop 
and breathe here a moment, for the sentence is 
not done yet, and we have another long journey 
before us,) — 

— nnd again once more np among those other 
liitls that shut in the smbcr-flowing Housaionic, 
— dark stream, but clear, like tiie lucid orbs that 
shine beneath the lids of aubum-hajred, shcrry- 
wine^yed demi-blondes, — in the home overlook- 
ing the winding stream and the smooth, flat 
meadow ; looked down upon by wild hills, where 
the (racks of bears and catamounts may yet some- 
times be seen upon the winter snow; facing the 
twin summits which rise in the far North, the 
hijjhest waves of the great land-storm in alt this 
billowy region, — suggestive to mad fancies of 
Ihe breasts of a half-buried Tiianess, stretched 
ont by a stray thunderbolt, and hastily hidden 
away beneath the leaves of the forest, — in 
that home wlicre seven blessed sammers were 
passed, which stand in memory like the seven 
l^lden candlestieks in the bea^lic vision of the 
holy dreamer, — 

— in that modest dwelling we were just looking 
at, not glorious, yet not unlovely in the youth of 
ila drab and mahogany, — full of great and little 
boys' playthings from top to bottom, — in ^1 
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these summer or winter nests he was alwajs at 

home sad always wekonie. 

This long ariicolttied sigh of reminiscences, — 
this caleninre which shows me the maple-shadowed 
plains of Berkshire and the moantnin-circlBd green 
of Grafton beneath the sale waves which come 
fttling their way along the wall at mv feet, rest- 
less and soft-touching as blind men's busy lingers, 
— is for that friend of mine who looks into the wa- 
ters of the Palapsco and sees beneath them the 
Slime visions which paint tliemselves for me in the 
green depths of the Charles. 

Did I talk all this off to the schoolmis- 
tress ? — Why, no, of coorse not. I have been 
talking with you, the reader, for the last ten 
minutes. You don't think I should expect any 
woman to listen to such a sentence as that long 
one, without giving her a chance to put in a 

What did I say to the schoolmi stress ! — 

Fermit me one momenL I don't doubt your 
delicacy and good-hreeding ; but in this particular 
case, as I was allowed the privilege of ivalking 
alone with a very interesting young woman, you 
must allow me to remark, in the classic version 
of a ^miliar phrase, nsed by our Master Benjamin 
Franklin, It is nu^um tui negotii. 

When the schoolmistress and I reached the 
school-room door, the damask ro^eii 1 spoke of 
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were so much heightened in color by exercise tliat 
I felt sure it would be useful to her to take a stroll 
like (his everj morning, and mnde up my mind I 
would ask her to let lue join her again. 



{To he bamed unread.) 

I am afndd I have be«n a fool ; for I have told 
as much of myself to thia young person as if ehe 
were of that ripe and discreel ^e which invites 
confidence and expansive oti«rance. I have l»en 
low-spirited and listless, lately, — it is coffee, I 
tliiiilt, — (I observe that wliich is bought readg- 
ymaad never aflfeets the head,) — and I notice that 
I tell m; secrets too easily when 1 am down- 
hearted- 
There are inscriptions on our hearts, which, 
like that on Dighion liock, are never lo be teen 
except at dead-low tide. 

There is a woman's footstep on the sand at the 
side of my deepest ocean-buried inscription I 

O no, no, no I a thousand times, no \ — 

Yet what is this which has been shaping itself in 
my soul 1 — Is it a thought ? — is it a dream 1 — 
is it a ptmum f — Then I know what comes next. 

The Asylum stands on a bright and breezy 

hill ; those glazed corridors are pleasant to walk 
in, in bad weather. Bnt there are iron bars to all 
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the windows. When it is Mr, aomo of ds cnn 
stroll outside that very high fence. But I never 
see much Hie in those groups 1 eometimes meet ; 
— and then the careful man watches them so 
closely 1 How I remcniber that sad company I 
used 10 pass on fine mornings, when I was a 
school-boy I — B., with his arms full of yellow 
weeds, — ore from the gold-mines which he dis- 
covered long before we heard of California, — Y., 
born to millions, crazed hy too much plum-cake 
(the boys said|, dogged, explosive, — madeaPoly- 
phcnins of my weak-eyed schoolmaster, by a vi- 
(-ious flirt with a stick, — (the mnlti-aiillionnaires 
gent him a tritle, it was said, to buy another eye 
with ; but boys ore jealous of ricli folks, and I 
don't doubt Che good people made him easy tor 
life,) — how I remember [hem all t 

J recollect, as all do, (he story of the Hall of 
Eblis, in " Vathek," and how each shape, as it 
lifted its hand from its breast, showed ils heart, — 
a burning coal. The real Hall of Eblis stands on 
yonder enmmiC. Go (here on the next visiting- 
day, and ask that figure crouched in the comer, 
huddled up like those Indian mummies and skel- 
etons found buried in the sitting posture, to \\.!\ 
its hand. — look upon its heart, and behold, not 
fire, but ashes. — No, I must not think of such an 
ending I Dying would be a much more gentle- 
manly way of mcL'(ing the difficuliy. Make a will 



MGootjl>J 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 303 
and leave her a house or two and some stocks, 
and other little financial conveniences, to take 
away her necessity for keeping school. — I won- 
der what nice young man's feet would be in my 
French slippers before six months were over I 
Well, what then' If a man really loves a wo- 
man, of course he wouldn't marry her for thu 
world, if he were not quite sure that ho was the 
bent person she conid by any possibility marry. 

It ia odil enough to read over what I have 

just been writing. — It is the merest fancy thai 
ever was in the world. I shall never be married. 
Site will -, and if she is as pleasant as she has been 
80 far, I will give her a silver tea-set, and go and 
take tea with her and her husband, sometimc». 
No coffee, 1 hope, though, — it depresses ine sadly. 
I feel very miserably ; — they must have been grind- 
ing it at home. — Another morning walk will be 
good for me, and I don't doubt the school mislresa 
will be glad of a little fi-esh air before school. 

The throbbing flushes of the poetical in- 
termittent have been coming over me from time to 
^me of late. Did you ever see that electrical ex- 
periment which consists in passing a flash throogh 
letters of gold leaf in a. darkened room, whereupon 
some name or legend springs out of the darkness 
in characters of fire ? 

rhere ai« songs all written out in my soul. 



MGoOtjl>J 



JO+ THE AUTOCRAT 

which I could read, if the flash might pau 
through theiD, — bat the lire must come doim 
froin heaven. Ah I but what if the stormy mat- 
bos of youthful passion has hlown by, and one 
auks for lightniug from the ragged drraa of ilis- 
lolving aspirations, or the eilvered ciomiia of 
sluggish satiety i I nill call on her nhom tha 
dead poets believed in, whom living ones do 
longer worship, — the immortal maid, who, name 
her what you will, — Goddess, Muse, Spirit of 
Beauty, — sits by the pillow of every youthful 
poet, and bends over his pale forehead until her 
tresses lie upon his cheek and ndu their gold into 
his dreams. 

MUSA. 



Wbrre Life cnindi bnrrriDg la the h>f gard Fitn, 



Hot from tbu heart oT y 
I«s>« me nut Ming In 
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1r feaUierr palnta to«, plmDe-tlke^ La lh« \ 
— thou Bbalt feed on hoiKyed vordi, 



Pun purls of Uajdew where the iD»D[i| 

ADd SnDxmer^a frulud gems, 
Aod CDTftl peodKaLa ahora ftooj Autumn's 

ail bj me drifting on the >lMpj w»ve«, — 
Or stretched by gnM-groirn gr»y« 
WhDK eny, hLgb-ihouldered Kane 

Carved nitb oid uamn Lllfa time-worn t 



Dream of that winding ahnre 
Where »«letc»rdinala bloom, — for me nnmorf, - 
The atresm with heaven benesth 11* liquid floor, 

And dualering nenuphiri 
SprinliUDg iu mirrored blue like goMeiMhalked it 
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The cbeitdutd Bpi¥u] tbeir palma like bol/ u> 
O lor Lhy burning llpa to fire aiy brmtn 
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I^^^^IHE company looked n little flastcred 

JBl^aJT '""'^^ '"> '^"^ ^ inquired of my nei|;1i- 
' ^^^^ i bor, the divinity-s Indent, what hud been 
going on. It appcura that the joiing felkiw whom 
they call Juhn had lukcn advantage of my being a 
little lale (I having been rather longer than uenal 
dressing that morning) to circulate several ques- 
tions involving a quibble or play upon words, — 
in short, contwning that indignity to the human 
understanding, condemned in the passages from 
the distinguished moralist of the last century and 
the illustrious hislorian of the present, which I 
cited on a former occasion, and known as a pan. 
After breakfast, one of the hoarders handed me a 
small roll of paper containing some of the ques- 
tions and their answers. I subjoin two or three 
of them, to show what g. tendency there is to fri- 
volity and meaningless talk in yonng persons of a 
certain sort, when not restrained by the presence 
of more reflective natures. — It was asked, "Why 
tertian and quartan fevers were like certain short- 
lived insects." Some inieresiing physiological 
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reUrion would be natorally anggested. The in- 
quirer blushes to find tliat the answer is in [he 
paltry equivocatiOD, (hat they a^p r day or two. 

— " Why an Englishman mnat go to the Conti- 
nent to weaken his grog or punch." The answer 
proves lo have no relation whatever to the temper- 
ance movement, as no better reason is given than 
that island- (or, as it is absurdly written, ile and] 
water won't mix. — But when I came to the ncjcl 
question and its answer, I felt diaC patience ceased 
lo be a virtue. " Why an onion is like a piano " 
is a query that a person of sensibility would be 
slow to propose ; but that in an educated com- 
.mnniiy an individual could be found to answer it 
in these words, — " Because it smell odious," 
quasi, it's melodious, — is not credible, but loo 
true. I can show yon the paper. 

Dear reader, I beg your pardon for repeating 
such things. I know most conversations reported 
in books are alu^ther above such trivial details, 
but folly will come up at every table as surely ns 
purslain and chickweed and Eorrel will come up in 
gardens. This young fellow ought to have talked 
philosophy, I know perfectly well ; but he did n't, 

— he made jokes,] 

I am willing, — I said, — to exercise your in- 
genuity in a rational and contemplative manner. 

— Ko, I do not proscribe certain forms of philo- 
sophical speculation which involve an approach to 



MGoOtjl>J 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 309 
tlie absurd or llie ludicrous, such as yon maj find, 
for example, in the folio of the Reverend Father 
Thomas Sanchez, in his famous Disputalioos, 
" De Sancto Matrimonio." 1 will therefore turn 
this levity of yours to profit by reading you a 
rhymed problem, wrought out by my friend Ihe 
Professor. 

THK DEACON'S MASTERPiKCE : 
OR THE WONDERFUL "0KE-H033 SHAI." 



frighunlDg people out of their iriU, — 

StreDtccD hundred ind Ortr-fiTe. 
Snuffy old drone from the G«nnui hlTC. 
Bavt the earth open and gulp ber dowPi 

It vaa on the terrible BarlbqUKke-dsy 
Thai Ibe DHUan flniihcd Ihe one-hou iha 
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In Hnir, bolt, tbrmughbraH, — lurkln, 



Whrre he crmld Snd tliB Ui 
Thut could n't be split nor 
That was lor spakes and fli 



id (he wedges fletr from betwi 

ring, lire, nile, and Linchpin I 

lOmushhrMe bison-ski u, Ihicl 
>ot, topf duller, rrona tough tA 
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Childreaud graailchlMrea — vhere ven the 
As [Kih u oa UstooD-esrthquiike-ilay ! 

" Huhnaum kerriilge " Ihi:; cilliid II Ihf □. 
I^ghlHn baoilKd nsA tventr came -, — 
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Fint oTNoindiber, 'Fllt^.tl' 



HHd B« U^/)A/y, uid nlapiii^ perpLcii 



hiiig ileciilrdly lite ■ gplll,— 

I Dine by the mMfn'-honM Dlod 
ur <i( the EHnhqnftke ibocli : 



JdbI u bubble! di 



Logic ii logic. Tbu'iB 



1 think there is one habil, — I said to onr 

company a day or Itro afterwards, — worse than 
that of punning. It is the gradual lubslitnlion 
of cant or flash terms for words which trol; chai^ 
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acterize their objects. I hare known sereral very 
genteel idiots whose whole vocabulary had deli- 
qnesced into some halMozen expreasious. All 
things fell into one of two great categories, — Jast 
or ifoic. Man's chief end waa to be a brick. When 
the great calamities of life overtook their fHends, 
these last were spoken of as being a good deal cul 
tip. Nine tenths of human existence were summed 
np in the single word, bore. These expressions come 
to be the algebraic symbols of minds which have 
grown too weak or indolent to discriminate. They 
are the blank checks of intcUcctnal bankrnptcy ; — 
yon may fill them up with what idea you like ; it 
makes no diilerence, for there are no funds in the 
treasury upon which they are drawn. Colleges 
and good-for-nothing smoking-clnbs are the places 
whore these conversational fungi spring up most 
luxuriantly. Don't think 1 undervalue the proper 
use and application of a cant word or phrase. It 
adds piquancy to conversation, as a mushroom 
does to a sauce. But it is no better than a toad- 
stool, odious to the sense and poisonoas to the in- 
tellect, when it spawns itself all over the talk of 
men and youths capable of talking, as it some- 
times does. As we hear flash phraseology, it is 
commonly the dishwater from the washings of 
English dandyism, school-boy or full-grown, wrong 
out of a threc-volame novel which had sopped it 
up, or decanted from the pictured urn of Mr. Ver- 
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dant Green, and diluted to gait the proviaciul di- 

The young fellow called John spoke Dp 

Bhnrply and said, it was "rum" to hear me 
■■ pit«hin' into fellers " for " goin' it in the slang 
line," when I used all the Hash words nijaelf junl 
when I pleased. 

I replied with my nsual forbcaranre, — 

CertMnly, to give ap the algebraic sjmbol, be- 
cause a or i is often a cover for iileal nihility, 
would be unwise. I have heard a child laboring 
to express a certain condition, involving a hither- 
to undescribed sensation, (as it supposed,) all of 
which could have been sufficiently explained by 
the participle — bar^. I have seen a country 
clergyman, with a one-story intellect and a one- 
horse vocabdlary, who has consumed his valnuble 
time (and mine) freely, in developing an opinion 
of a brother-minister's discourse which would have 
been abundantly characterized by a pench-down- 
lipped sophomore in the one word — «iBo. I*t 
ua discriminate, and be shy of absolnte proscrip- 
tion. I am ODinivcrbirorous by nature and train- 
ing. Passing by such words as are poisonous, I 
can swallow most others, and chew sach as I can- 
not swallow. 

Dandies are not good for much, hut they are 
good for something. They invent or keep in 
circulation those conversational blank checks or 
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connters just spoken ol, which inleltectnal capiEnU 
ists may sometiiDes find it worth their wliile to 
borrow oX thorn. Thoj are aseful, too, in Iceep- 
ing ap (be standard of dress, which, but for them, 
vould deleriomte, and become, what some old 
fools would hare it, a matter of convenience, and 
not of taato and art. Yes, I like dandies well 
enongh, — on one condition. 

What is that, sir ? — siud the divinitj-stu- 

That Ihey have pluck. I find that li«s at 

tlie bottom of all true dandyism. A little boy 
dresaed ap very fine, who puts hia linger in hia 
mouth and lakes Co crjiiiig, if other boys make 
fun of him, looks very silly. But if he turns red 
in the face >ind knotty in (he fiata, and makes ui 
example of the biggest of his assiulants, throwing; 
oir his line Leghorn and his thickly-hnttoned jack- 
et, if necessary, Co consummate the aaci of justice, 
his small MggiTy takes on the splendors of the 
crested helmet that frightened Asiyanax. You re- 
member that ihc Duke said his dandy officers were 
bis beat officers. The " Sunday blood," the super- 
superb sartorial equestrian of our annual Fast- 
day, is not imposing or dangerous. But such fel- 
lows as Brnmmcl and D'Orsay and Byron are not 
to bo snubbed quite so easily, look oat for " la 
main de for sous Ic gant de velours," (which I 
printed in English the other day without quotas 
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tioO'marks, thinking whether anj arorabtzui criticia 
would add this to his globe and roll in glory with 
it into the nowepapers, — which he didn't do it, 
in ihe charming pleoDssm of the London language, 
and therefore I claim Che eole merit of exposing 
the same. ) A good many powerful and danger- 
ous people have bad a decided dash of dandyism 
about them. There was Alcibiades, the " curled 
son of Clinias," an accomplished voung man, but 
what would be c^led a " swell " in these dajB. 
There was Arieloleles, a very distinguished nriler, 
of whom you have heard, — a philosopher, in 
short, whom it took centuries V> learn, centuries 
Co unlearn, and is now going to take a. generation 
or more lo learn over again. Eegular dandy, he 
was. So was Marcus Anconins ; and though he 
lost his game, he played for big stakes, and it 
was n't his dandyism that spoiled his chance. 
Petrarca was not to be despised as a scholar or a 
poet, but he was one of the same sort. So was 
Sir Humphrey Davy ; so was Lord Palmersion, 
formerly, if I am not forgetful. Yes, — a dandy 
is good for something as such; and dandies such 
as 1 was just speaking of have rocked this planet 
like a cradle, — ay, and lefV it swinging to tbis 
day. — Still, if I were you, I would n't go to the 
tailor's, on the ECrengtb of these remarks, and run 
np a long bill which will render pockets a super- 
fluity in four next suit. Etegans •• aascilar, aon 
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fit." A man is born a, dandy, as he is born a 
poet. There are heads tluit can't wear hats ; 
there are necka that cao't tit cravats ; there are 
Jaws that can't fill out collars — (Willis touched 
this last poiDt in one of his earlier ambrotypes, if 
I remember rightly) ; there are (oumuras nothing 
can humanize, and movements nothing can sub- 
due to the gracious suavity or elegant languor or 
stately serenity which belong to dilTerent styles of 
dandyism. 

We are forming an aristocracy, fts you may ob- 
serve, in this country, — not a gratia-Dd, nor a 
jure-divino one, — but a de-fiu^ upper stratum of 
being, which floats over the turbid waves of com- 
mon life like the iridescent lilra you may have 
seen spreading over the water about our wharves, 
— very splendid, though its origin may have been 
tar, tallow, train-oil, or other such unctuous com- 
modities. I say, then, we are forming an aiisluc- 
racy ; and, transitory as its individual life atUtn 
is, it maintains itself tolerably, as a whole. Of 
course, money is its corner-stone. But now ob- 
serve this. Money kept for two or three genera- 
tions transforms a race, — I don't mean merely in 
manners and hereditary culture, but in blood and 
bone. Money buys air and sunshine, in which 
children grow up more kindly, of course, than in 
close, back streets; it buys country-places to give 
them happy and healthy summers, good nursing. 
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good doctoring, and the best cuts of beef and mut- 
ton. When the spring-cbickens come to market 

I beg jonr pardon, — that is not what I was 

going to speak of. As the joung females of each 
Euccesaive season come on, the fineal ipccimens 
among them, other things being eqaal. are apt (o 
attract those who can atlbrd the expensive liiKury 
of licauty. The phyEtical character of ihe next 
generation rises in consequence. It is plain that 
certain families have in this way acquired an ele- 
vated (;pe of face and Hgnrc, and that in a small 
circle of city connections one may sometimes find 
models of both sexes which one of the rural coun- 
ties would find it hard to match from alt its town- 
ships put together. Because (here is a good deal 
of ranning down, of degeneration and waste of 
life, among the richer classes, you must not over- 
look the equally obvious fact I have just spoken 
of, — which in one or two generations more will 
be, I think, much more palent Ihnn Just now. 

The weak point in oui- clu'yso^ristocracy is the 
same I have alluded to in connection with cbcap 
dandyism. Its tliorough manhood, its high-caste 
gallantry, are not go manilest as the plate-glass of 
its windows and the more or loss legitimate her- 
aldry of its coach-panels. It is very cnrioua to 
observe of how small account military folkK are 
held among our Northern people. Our young 
men must gild their spurs, but they need not win 
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tbem. The equal division of property keeps tlic 
younger sons of rith people above the necessity 
of miliCarj ser\'ice. Thus the army loses an, ele- 
ment of relinemeTit, ani] the moneyed upper class 
foists what it is to count heroisTn among its vir- 
tues. Slill I don't believe in any arislocracy with- 
oul pluck as its backbone. Ours may shoir it 
when the time comes, if it ever does come. 

These United Scales furnish the greatest 

market for intellectual great fiiiit uf all tlie places 
in the world. 1 think so, at any rate. The de- 
raatid for intellectual labor is so enormous and ihe 
market so far from nice, thai yonng talent is apt 
to faro like unripe goosebon-ies, — get plucked lu 
make a fuul of. Think of a country which buys 
eighty thousand copies of the " Proverbial Fliilos- 
ophy," while the author's admiring countrymen 
have been hnyiug twelve thonsand 1 How can one 
let his fmit hang in tlie sun until it gets fully ripe, 
while there are eighty thousand such hungry 
mouths ready to swallow it and proclaim its prais- 
es ' Consequently, there never was such a collec- 
tion of crude pippins and half-grown windfalls as 
our na^ve literature displays among its fruits- 
There are literary green-groceries at every comer, 
which will buy anything, from a button-pear to a 
pine-apple. It lakes a long apprenticeship to train 
a whole people to reading and writing. The 
templadon of money and fame is too great for 
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j-uung people. Do 1 not remember that glorious 

moment when the lale Mr. we won't eaj who, 

— ejjitor of the we won't saj what, offered me 

the Bum of fifty cents per double^^olunined quavto 
page fbr thakin); my young boughs over his fools- 
i^p apron t Was it not an intoxicating vision of 
gold and glory 1 I should doubtlene have revelled 
in its wealth and splendor, but for learning that 
the.^^ KBli was to be considered a rhetorical em- 
bellishment, and by no means a literal expression 
of past feet or present intention. 

Beware of making jonr moral staple con- 
sist of the negative virtues. It is good to abstain, 
and leach others to abstain, from all that is vinful 
or hurtful. But making a business of it leads to 
emaeialion of character, unless one feeds largely 
also on the more nutritious diet of active sympa- 
thetic benevolence. 

1 don't believe one word of what yon are 

saying, — spoke up the angular female in black 
Uimbaiine. 

I am sorry }'ou disbelieve it, madam, — I said, 
and added softly to my next neighbor, — but jon 
prove it. 

The young fellow sitting near me winked ; and 
the divinily-atadent said, in an undertone, — Op- 

Your talking Latin, — said I. — reminds me of 
an odd trick of one of my old tutors. He read so 
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ranch of that language, that his English half tnm'od 
into it. He got caught in town, one hoi summer, 
in pnjlty close qoariers, and wrote, or began 10 
write, a series of citj pastorals. Eclogues he 
called them, and meant to have published them by 
subscription. I remember some of his verses, if 
you want to hear them. — You, sir, (addressing 
myself to the divinity-student,) and all such aa 
have been through college, or what is the same 
thing, received an honorary degree, will nnderetand 
them without a dictionary. The old man had a 
great deal to say about " lestivation," as he called 
it, in opposition, as one might say, to hibemaiiou. 
Intramnr^ aestivation, or town-life in summer, he 
woold 9ay, is a peculiar form of suspended exist- 
ence, or semi-asphyxia. One wakes up from it 
about the begjnning of the last week in Septem- 
ber. This is what I remember of Jlis poem : — 

j;STIVATIOt{. 
Aa UnpublMed Poem, hy my lale Lulia Tutor. 
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Effund 


tched! 1/ 
7oar iLlbid 


'h.M™i 


rtoqiurd. 



1 have lived by the sea-ahorc and by the 

muunlains. — No, 1 am not going (o aay which ii 
bent. The ona where your place is it the best for 
you. But this ditfercnce there is : yuu can do^ 
mesticate mountains, bat the eea is fens nafum. 
You mny have a hut, or know the owner of one, 
on the mountain.side ; you see ft light half-WBy up 
its ascent in the evening, nnd you know there ia a 
home, and you might share it. You have noted 
certain trees, perhaps ; you know the particular 
zone where the hemlocks look so btnck in Octo- 
ber, when the maples and becihes have faded. Alt 
its reliefs and intaglios have electrotjped them- 
selves in the medallions that hang roand the walls 
of yonr memory's chamber. — The sea remembers 
nothing. It is ft'line. It licke yonr feet, — its 
hnjic flanks purr very pleasantly for you ; but it 
will crack your bones and eat you, for all that, and 
wipe the crimsoned foam from its jaws as if noth- 
ing had happened. The mountains give their lost 
children berries and water; the sea mocks tbcir 
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thint and lets ihom die. Tbe mountains have a 
grand, stapid, luveable tranqailliiy ; the sea has a 
TBScinating, treacherous intelligence. The moun- 
tains lie about like huge ruminants, their broad 
hncks awful to look upon, but safe 10 handle. The 
sen smooths its silver scales, until j'ou rannot see 
their joints, — but tbeir shining is that of a snake's 
belly, after all. — In deeper enggestiveness I lind 
as great a ditlcrcncc. The mountains dnarf man- 
kind and foreshorten the procession of its long 
generations. The sea drowns oat hamanily and 
time; it has no spnpathy with either ; for it be- 
longs to eternity, and of that it sings its munolor 

Yet I shonld love to have a little box by the 
sca-shoro. 1 should lovo to gaio ont on Ihc wild 
feline element from a front window or my own, 
just as I should love to look on a caged panther, 
and see it stretch its shining length, and then curl 
over and lap its smooth sides, and by and by begin 
to lash itself into rage and sliuw its white teeth and 
spring at its bars, and howl the cry of its mad, lint, 
to mo, harmless fury. — And then, — to look at it 
with that inward eye, — who docs not love to shuf- 
fle off time and its concerns, at intervals, — to for-' 
get who is President and who is Governor, what 
race he belongs 10, what language he speaks, 
which golden-headed nail of the firmament his par- 
ticular planetary system is hung upon, and listen 
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to the great liquid melroiiome as it beats its sol- 
emn measure, eieatlilj gwin^ng when the solo or 
dact of haman life began, and to swing jast aa 
Kteadily after the human choras has Jied oat and 
man ii^ a fossil on its shores t 

What should decide one, in choosing a 

sammer residence! — Constitaiion, first of all. 
Hoiv much snow conld von melt in an hour, if 
jon were planted in a hi^head of it ! Comfort 
is esseniini to enjoymcni. Ail sensitive people 
should remember that persons in ea£y eircumslan- 
ces suffer niDcb more from cold in summer — that 
is, the warm half of the year — than in winter, or 
the other half. You must cut your cliraale to 
Tour constitution, as much as jour clothing lu 
your shape. After this, consult your tasle anil 
convenience. But if you would be happy in Berk- 
shire, you must carry mountains iu your brain \ 
and if you would enjoy Nahant, you mnat have an 
ocean in your soul. Nature plays at dominos 
with you ; yon must match her piece, or she will 
never give it up to you. 

The sciioolmislress said, in a rather mis- 
chievous way, that she was afraid some minds or 
souls would be a little crowded, if they look in the 
Itocky Mountuius or Che Atlantic. 

Have you ever read the little book called " The 
Stars wld Ihe Earth ? " — said I, — Have you seen 
the Declaration of Independence photographed in 
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a aiirfnce that n fly's Toot nould cover 1 The forms 
or conditious of Time and Space, as Kaot will tell 
jou, are nothing in themselves, — only onr way 
of looking at things. You are right, 1 think, how- 
ever, in recognizing tlie category of Space a» be- 
ing quite »a applicable to minila as to the outer 
world. Every man of reflection is vaguely con- 
scious of an imperfectly-dcflned circle which is 
drawn about his intellect. He has a perkily 
clear sense that the fragmcnls of bis intellectual 
circle include the cnrvea of many other minds of 
which be is cognisant. He often recognizes these 
as manifestly concentric with his own, but of less 
radius. On the other hand, when we find a por- 
tion of an arc on the outaide of our Own, we say 
• it iRterserti ourii, but are very slow to confess or to 
see that it circumariAes it. Every now and then a 
man's mind is stretched by a new idea or sensation, 
and never shrinks back to its former dimensions. 
Alter looking at the Alps. I felt that my mind had 
been stretched beyond the limits of its elasticity, 
and fitted so loosely on my old ideas of space that 
I had to spread these to fit it. 

If I thought 1 should ever see the Alps t 

— said the schoolmistress. 

Perhaps you will, some lime or otlier,— I said. 

It Is not very likely, — she answered. — 1 have 
had one or two opportunities, but I had rather be 
anything than governess in a rich family. 
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[Prond, too, yoa tittle Eoft-roiced woman ! Welt, 
I can't Bay I like you anj the worse for it. How 
long will school- keeping take lo kill you i Is it 
possible the poor thing works with her needle, 
too ? I don't like those murks on the side of her 
forefinger. 

TMfaa. Chamouni. Mont Btanc in full view. 
Figures in the foregrounil ; two of them standing 

apart ; ope of them a. gentleman of oh, — ah, 

— yes! the orher a lady in b while cashmere, 
leaning on his shonlder. — The ingenuous reader 
will understand that this was an internal, private, 
personal, subjcciit'e diorama, seen for one instant 
on the background of my own consciousness, and 
abolished into black nonentity by the first qneslion 
which recalled me to actual life, as suddenly as if - 
one of those iron shop-blinda (which I always pass 
at dnsk witli a shiver, expecting to Blnnible over 
some poor but honest shop-boy's bead, just taken 
off by its sudden and unexpected descent, and left 
outside upon the sidewalk) had come down in 
front of it " by the run."] 

Should you like to hear what moderate 

wishes life brings one to at last t I used to be 
very ambitious, — wasteful, extravagant, and lux- 
urious in all my fancies. Read' too much in the 
" Arabian Nights." Must Imve the lamp, — 
could n't do without the ring. Exerciiie every 
morning on the brazen horse. Plump down into 
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castles H3 full of little milk-ivhito princesses as a 
nest is of young sparrows. All love me dearly at 
once. — Charming idea of life, but too high-colored 
lor the reality. I have outgrown all this; my 
tnstes have beeomo exceedingly primitive, — al- 
most, perhaps, ascetic. Wo curry happiness into 
our condition, but must not hope to find it (here. 
I think you will be willing to hear some lines 
which embody the subdued and limited desires of 
my maturity. 

CONTENTMEST. 



Plain fWd 1b qu!te enough for tnt ; 
Tli[« oouneg are u unod u ICD ; 



U; chttice iron 

I cue not miKta for ^d 
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One food'Slsed dlaiDoi 



An e»sy pUt — two, (Ortji-flfe — 
PerhKpa, for Jut t ainglt ifurl, 



Of boiika but C 
For dillr ui 
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Of BdmMMCn'. gilded glntm, 



Diuti, osBKW, gi^ms, — «uch things u thesn, 

Whkh oUi^a orwn ibnir tor rrlde, 
/ valae for their pomr to pteiuc, 

On< Btradivarlns, I conresi, 

Tiw Meencli&umi, I wouW Un powM 



ur ape the s^ltieriaf apaurt fuvl ^ - 



ninH humhlQ Let me Ihfi «n 
II UaTCD more ggnenui gl 



(J /"arCTifSesis.) 
I cun't SD17 just how mnny tcalks she nnd I had 
takcD together before this one. I found (ho effect 
of going oat everj moming was decidcdlj favor- 
able on hor health. Two pleasing dimples, iho 
places for whicb were just marked when she came, 
played, shadowy, in her freshening cheeks when 
she smiled and nodded good-morning to me from 
the school-bouse steps. 
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I am afraid I diit the greatei- part of the tnlkhig. 
At an; rate, if I should try (o report all that I 
said during t!)e first half-dozen v/a'.ks we took 
Logetlier, I fear that I might receive a gentle hint 
from ray friends the publishers, that a separalQ 
volume, at my own risk flud expense, «-ould be 
the proper meiliod of bringing them before Iho 
public. 

1 wotild have a woman as irae as Death. 

At (he first reel lie whii:h works from the heart 
outward, she should be tenderly chloroformed into 
B better world, nh«re she ean have an angel fbr a 
governess, and feed on strange fruits whieh will 
make her all over agiun, even lo her hones and 
marrow. — Whether gifted with the aceident of 
beauty or not, she should have l)con moulded in 
the rose red chiy of Luve, belbre the brer.th of life 
mode a moving mortal of her. Love-capacity is a 
congenital endowment ; aud I think, afier a while, 
one gets to know the warm-hned natures it be- 
longs to from the pretty pipe-e!ay counicrfeiis of 
them. — Frond she may be, in the sense of respect- 
ing.' herself; hut pride in the sense of contemning 
others less gifted than herself deserves the two 
lowest circles of a vulgar woman's Infenio, where 
the punishments are Smai!-pox and Bankruptcy. 
She who nips o£f the end of a brittle courtesy, as 
one breaks the tip of ao icicle, to bestow upon 
those whom she ought cordially and kindljr to 
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recognize, proclaiiii9 the fact that she cumes not 
merely of low blood, but of bad blood. Con- 
sciousness of unquesiioned position makes people 
gracioos in proper incosirre to all ; but if a nomnn 
pnts on airs with her real equals, she has some- 
thing about herself or her family she is ashamed 
of, or ougbt to be. Middle, and more than mid- 
dle-ngcd people, who know family histories, gcn- 
erallj see through it. An official of standing was 
rude to me once. 0, that is the maternal grand- 
father, — said a wise old friend 10 mc, — he was a 
hoor. — Better too few words, from the woman 
we love, than loo many ; while she is silent. Na- 
ture is working for her ; while she talks, she is 
working for herself. — Love is sparingly soluble in 
the words of men ; therefore they speak much of 
it; but one syllable of woman's speech con dis- 
solve more of it than a man's heart can bold. 

Whether 1 anid any or all of these things 

to the schoolmistress, or not, — whether 1 stole 
them out of Lord Bacon, — whether I cribbed 
them from Balmc, — whether I dipped them from 
the ocean of Tupperian wisdom, — or whether I 
have just found them in "my head, laid there by 
that solemn fowl. Experience, (who, according to 
my observation, cackles ollener than she drops 
real live eggs,) I cannot say. Wise men have 
said more foolish things, — and foolish men, I 
don't doubt, have siud as wise things. Anyhow, 
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the Bchnolmiatrcas and I hod pleasant watka and 

long talks, all of which I da not feel bound to 

You are a tlrang«r to mo, ma'am. — I 

don't doabl yon would like to know ell I said 
to the Bchool mistress. — I slia'n't do it; — I had 
rather get the pnblisbers to retnrn the money you 
have invested in ih'n. Besides, 1 have forgotten 
a good deal of it. I aball tell only what 1 liLe 
of what I remember. 

My idea was, in the first place, Co search 

out the picturesque spota which the city aUbrds a 
sight of, to those who have eyes. I know a good 
many, and it was a pleasure to look at them in 
company with my young friend. There were Che 
shrubs and flowers in the Franklin Place front- 
yards or borders ; Commerce is just putting his 
granite foot upon them. Then there are certain 
small seraglio.gnrdcns, into which one can get a 
peep through the crevices of high fences, — one in 
Myrtle Street, or backing on it, — here and there 
one at the North and South Ends. Then the 
great elms in Essex Street. Then the stalely 
horse-chestnuts in that vacant lot in Chambers 
Street, whicli hold their outspread hands over 
your head, (us I said in my poem the other day,) 
and look as if they were whiapering, " May grace, 
mercy, and peace be with you I " — and the rest of 
that benediction. Nay, there are certain patches 
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of j!;ronn<l, which, having lain neglwled for a time, 
Kature. who always has hor porkets full of ecods, 
and holes in all her pockets, has covered with hun- 
gry plebeian growths, which figlil for life with each 
ulh«r, Dntil some of them get brood-lenved aiid 
succulent, and you have a coarse vegetable tapes- 
try which Raphael would not liave disdained to 
spread over the foreground of his masterpiece. 
The Professor pretends that lie found sueh a one 
in Charles Street, which, in its dare-devil impn- 
deuce of rough-and-tumble vegetation, beat the 
pretty- behaved flower-bods of thu Public Garden 
as ignominiously as a group of young tatterde- 
malions playing pilth-and-toss beats a row of Sun- 
day-school boys with their teacher at Choir head. 

But then the Professor has one of his burrows 
in that region, and puts everything in high colors 
relating to it. That is his way about everythin;;. 

1 hold any man cheap, — he said, — of whom 

nothing stronger can be uttered than that all his 

geese are swans. How is that, Professor! — 

said I ; — I should have set you down for one of 

that sort. Sir, — said he, — I am proud to say, 

that Nature has so br enriched me, that 1 cannot 
own so much ss a dad without seeing in it as pret- 
ty a swan as ever swam Che basin in the garden 
of tlie Luxembourg. And the Professor showed 
the whites of his eyes devoutly, like one returning 
thanks after a dinner of many courses. 
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I don't know anything sweeter (ban thU leaking 
in of Nature tlirouj^h nil the cracks in tlie walla 
and floors of cities. You heap up a million tons 
of bcwn rocks on a square mile or two of earth 
which was green onte. The trees took down front 
the hillsides nnd ask each other, as they stand on 
IJploe, — " What are these people about? " And 
the small herbs at tlieir feci look up nnd whisper 
back, — " Wo will go und sec." So the small herbs 
pack themaelres up in the least iKMSiblc bundles, 
and wait until the wiiiil steals to them at night 
and whispers, — "Come with me." Then they 
go softly with it iulo Iho great city, — one to a 
cleft in the pavement, one to a spout on the root, 
one lo a scam in tlie marbles over a rich gentle- 
man's bones, and one to the grare without a stone 
where notliing but a man is buried, — and there 
they grow, looking down on the generations of 
men from mouldy roofs, looking up from between 
the les9-lrodden pavements, looking out through 
iron eemetery-rni lings. Listen lo them, when 
tliere is only a light breath stirring, and yon will 
bear them saying to each other, — " Wait awhile !" 
The words run along the telegrupli of those nar- 
row green lines that border the roaJa leading from 
the city, until they reach the slope of the bills, snU 
the trees repeat in low murmurs lo each other, — 
" Wait awhile I " By and by Che flow of life in 
the streets ebbs, and the old leuA' iuhahitants — 
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the Binaller tribes always in front — saunter in, 
one by one, very careless seemingly, but very te- 
nacious, nntil they svanu bo that the great stones 
gape from each other with the crowding of their 
roots, and the feldspar be^^ins Co be picked out of 
the granite lo lind them food. At Inst the trees 
lake up their solemn line of march, and never rest 
nnlil they have encamped in tlie market-place. 
Wait long enough and you will Snd an old doting 
oak hugging a huge worn block in its yellow un- 
derground arms ; that was the corner-stone of the 
Stole-House. 0, so patient she is, (his impcrturb- 
^0 Nature 1 

But all this has nothing to do with my walks 
and talks with jhe schoolmistress. I did not say 
that 1 would not tell yon something riwul them. 
Let me alone, and I shall talk to yon more than I 
ought to, probably. We never tell our secrets 10 
people that pump for them. 

Buoks we talked about, and education. It was 
her duty to know EM>mething of these, and of course 
she did. Perhaps I was somewhat more learned 
than she, but I found that the diflerence between 
her reading and mine was like that of a man's 
and a woman's dusting a library. 'I'hc man flaps 
about with a hnnth of feathers; the woman goes 
lo work Bollly with a cloth. She does not raise 
half the dost, nor till her own mouth and eyes 
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with it, — but abe gnea into all tlie corners, and 

attGDds to the leaves as mucli as the covers. — 
Books are the negative pictures of ihoaght, and the 
more seneiiive the mind that receives their images, 
the more nicely (he finest lines are reproduced. A 
woman, (of the right kind,) reading after a man, 
follows him as Ruth followed the reapers of Boaz, 
and her gleanings are often the finest of (lie wheat. 

But it was in talking of Life that we came most 
nearly together. I thought I knew something 
about that, — that I could speak or write about 
it somewhat to the purpose. 

To take up this fluid earthly heing of ours as a 
sponge sucks up water, — to be steeped and soaked 
in its realities as a hide fills its pores lying seven 
years in a tan-pit, — lo have winnowed every wave 
of it as a mill-wheel works up the stream that 
runs ihroujjh the flume npon its float-boards, — to 
have curled up in the keenest spasms and flattened 
ont in the laxesC languors of this breathing-sick- 
ness, which keeps certain parcels of matter uneasy 
for three or four score years, — (o have fought all 
the devils and clasped all the angels of its de- 
lirium, — and then, just at the point when the 
white-hot passions have cooled down to cherry' 
red, plunge our experience into the ice-cold stream 
of some human language or Olher, one might 
think would end in a rhapsody with something 
of spring and temper in it. All this 1 thought 
my power and province. 
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The scbcxilmisiress linit liietl life, too. Once in 
a while one meets with a single soul greater llian 
all the living pageant which passes before it. Aa 
the pale astronomer sits in his stiiil/ with sunken 
eyes and thin fingers, and weighs Umnua or Nep- 
tune as in a balance, so there are meek, slight wO' 
men who have weighed all wliich this plunctary 
lire can ofTer, and hold it like s. bawble in the palm 
of their slender hands. This was one of them. 
Fortune had left her, sorrow had baptized her; 
the routine of labor and tbe loneliness of almost 
friendless city life were beibre her. Yet, as I 
looked upon her tranquil face, gradually rcgaiD- 
ing a cheerfulness which was often sprightly, as 
she became intcrest«il in Ihe various matters we 
talked about and places we visiled, I saw that eye 
and lip and every shilUng lineament were made 
fur love, — nnconscious of their sweet olfico as 
yet, and meeting the cold aspect of Duty with the 
natural graces which wore meant for the reward 
of nothing less than the Great Passion. 

1 never addressed one word of love to the 

scboolmi stress in Ihe course of these pleasant 
.walks. It seemed to me that we talked of every- 
thing but love on that particular morning. There 
was, perhaps, a little more timidity and hesitancy 
on my part than I have commonly shown among 
our people at the boardiag-houae. In ^t, I con- 
sidered myself the master at die breakfasC-tnble ; 
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bill, Gomehon', I could not command myself JQ&l 
then GO well as ueuiil. Tlic truth is, I liad secured 
a passage to Liverpool in tlio steamer whicb was 
10 leave at noon, — witb the condilion, however, 
of being released in cose circumscanees occurred 
to detain ine. Tlie schoolmistress knew notlitittr 
about all this, of course, as yet. 

It was on the Common tlint wc were walking. 
The mail, or boulevard of our Common, you l;now, 
has various branches leading from it in difltrent 
direelioiis. One of these runs down from oppo- 
site Joy Street southward across the whole length 
of the Common to Bojlston Street.' We called it 
the long path, and were fond of il. 

I f^lt very weak indeed (though of a tolerably 
robust habit) ns wc came opposite the head of this 
path on thai morning. I think I tried to speak 
twice without making myself distinctly audible. 

At last I got outthe question, Will yon take 

Ihe long path with roe? Certainly, — said the 

sehoolmisti'ess, — wilh much pleasure. Think, 

— I said, — before you answer ; if you take the 
long path witb me now, I shall interpret it thai 

we are to part no more ! The schoolmistress . 

stepped back with a sudden movement, as if an 
arrow had struck her. 

One of the long granite blocks used as seats was 
hard by, — the <ine you may still see close by the 
Giogko-tree. Pray, sit down, — I said. 
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No, no, she answered, softlv, — I will walk iho 
long palh with you I 

The old gentleman who sits opposite m« 

us walking, arm in arm, nbout the middle of the 
long palh, and said, verj chHrmingly, — "Good 
morning, my dears '. " 
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t] did not think it pro'o^blc that I should 
? hnve a great many moro tolks with our 
i tompany, anil therefore I waa anxioaij 
to get as much as I could into every 
That IB tlic reason why you will 
find some odd, miscellaneous facts here, which I 
nished to tell at least once, as I should not have 
a chance to tell them habitually, at our brealifiut- 
table. — We're very free and easy, yon know; we 
don't read what wo don't like. Our parish is ho 
large, one can't pretend to preach to all the pewa 
BE once. One can't be oil the time trying to do 
the best of one's best ; if a company works a steam 
fire-en(;inc, the firemen need n't be eirMning them- 
selves alt day to squirt over the top of the flag- 
BtafT. Let them wash some of those lower-story 
windows a little. Besides, there is no use in our 
quarrelling now, as you will find out when you 
get through this paper.) 

Travel, according lo iny experience, does 

not exactly correspond (o the idea one gets of it 
out of most hoolis of trovcls. I am thinking of 
travel as it was when I inoite the Grand Tour, 



■,C(.K>tjl>J 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 341 
Ggpecially in Il«1y. MGmorj' Is a n«t ; one finds 
it full of fish when he lakes it frDm the bruok ; but 
a dozen miles of wntur have ran through it without 
gtickiitg. I can prove some Ricta about tmvclUng 
by a story or two. There are certain principle* 
to be assamed, — such as tliese : — He who is car- 
ried by horses must deal with rogues. — To-day's 
dinner subtends a Inr^r visual angle than yester- 
day's revolution. A mote in my eye is bigger to 
me than the biggest of Dr. Gould's private plan- 
ets, — Every traveller is a Belf-tailghl entumologisl. 
— Old jokes arc dynamometers of mental tension ; 
an old joke tells belter among friends travelling 
than al home, — which shows that their minds 
are in a state of diminished rather than increased 
vitality. There was a story about "strahps to 
yoar pahnts," which was vns^y funny to us fal- 
lows — on the road from Milan to Venice. — (7cb- 
turn non animiun, — travellers change their guineas, 
but not their characters. The bore is the same, 
eating dates under llie cedars of Lebanon, as over 
a plate of baked beans in Beacon Street. — Parties 
of travellers have a morbid Instinct for "establish- 
ing raws'' npon each other. — A man shall sit 
down with his friend at the foot of the Great Pyr- 
amid and they will take up the question they had 
been talking about under " the great elm," and 
forget all about E^ypt. When I was crossing the 
Vo, we were all fighting about the propriety of one 
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fi:llow'9 telling: another Chat his argument was ah- 
tard; one moiniainitig it to be a perfectly admis- 
sible logical teno, aa proved by the phrase "re- 
dnctio aJ absurdnm " ; the rest biulgcring him hs 
a converaational bully. Mighty little vfo trooblcd 
ourselves for Padiu, the Po, "a river broader and 
more rapid ihun the Rhone," and the tiiues when 
Ilanniboi led his grim Africans to its banks, and 
his elephants tbnist their trunks into the ycllom 
waters over which that pendulum ferry-boat was 
swinging back and forward every ten iTiinutes ! 

Here are some of those reminiscences, with 

morals prefixed, or anncKcd, or implied. 

Lively emotions very commonly do not sti'ike 
OS ftill in fruni, but obliquely from the side ; a 
scene or incident in ui>dre$a often aftccts ds more 
than one in full costume. 

bays the Princess in Gebir. The rush that should 
have flooded my soul in the Coliseum did not 
corae. But walking one day in the fields about 
the city, I stumbled over a fraj^icnt of broken 
masonry, and lo I the World's Mistress in her 
stone girdle — aha mmia BunuB — rose before mo 
and whitened my cheek with her pale shadow as 
never before or since. 

I used very often, wlien coming homo from mj 
morning's work at one of the pu 
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of Paris, to stop in at the dear old church of 8c. 
Etienne du Mont. The tomb of St. Goncvicvc, 
surrounded by burning candles and votive tablets, 
waa there ; the ronrol tablet of JajKibus Benignus 
Winelow traa there ; there wa^ a noble or~an with 
carved li<;ures; the pul)>[t was borne on the oaken 
slioulders of a stooping Samson ; and there was a 
marvellous stwrcase Ike a coil of laco. These 
things 1 nAnlioD from memory, bnt not all of 
them together impressed me bo much as an in- 
scnption on a small slab of marble fixed in one of 
the walls. It told bow this church of St. Stephen 
was repaired and beautified in the year 16**, and 
how, dpring the celebration of its reopening, two 
girts of the parish (JilUa de la paroisse) fell from 
the gallery, carrying a part of the balustrade with 
them, to the pavement, but by a miracle escaped 
nninjured. Two yonng girls, nameless, but real 
presences to my imagination, as ranch as when 
they came fluttering down on the tiles with a 
cry that oucscreamcd the sharpest treble in the 
Te Deura. (Look at Carlyle's article on Boswcll, 
and see how he speaks of the poor young woman 
Johnson talked with in the streets one evening.) 
All the ciowd gone but these two " fillea do la 
paroisse," — gone as utterly as the dresses they 
wore, as the shoes that were on theit ibet, as 
the bread and meat that were in the market on 
that day. 
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Not the gTMit historicnl events, but the pcrsonnl 
incjilcnta that call ap single shaip pictures of 
some hamnn being in ils pang or struggle, reach 
us mast nearly. I rcmcmbeT the plstform at 
Berne, over the parapet of which Theobald Wein- 
^pfli's resdve hor^e sprung with bim and landed 
him more than a hundred foet beneath in the 
tower town, not dead, but sorely broken, and no 
longer a wild jonth, but God's servant from that 
day forward. I have forgotten the famous bears, 
and all else. — I remember the Ferc'j lion on the 
bridge over the little river at Alnwick, — the 
leaden lion with his tail stretched out straight 
like a pump-handle, — and why ? Because of the 
Morv of the village bor who must fnin bestride 
the leaden 1^1, standing out over the water, — 
which breaking, he dropped into the stream far 
beldw, and was taken out an idiot for the rest of 
bis life. 

Arrow-heads must be brought to a sharp (■oint, 
and the guillotine-axe must have a slanting edge. 
Something intensely human, narrow, and definite 
pierres to the seat of our sensibilities more readily 
than huge oecurrcnccs and catastrophes. A nail 
will pick a lock that defies hatchet and hammer. 
" The Royal George " went down with all her 
crew, and Cowper wro» an exquisitely simple 
poem about it ; but the leaf wtiieh holds it is 
smooth, white that whieh bears the lines on his 
mother's portrait is blistered with leari. 
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My tolling these recollecdons sets me thinking 
of others of Ihe same kind which strike the imag- 
ination, esptcially when one is siill joiing. You 
reniEmhc r the monument in Devizes market to the 
woman struck dead with a lie in her mouch, I 
never saw that, hut it is in the hooks. Here is 
one I never heard mentioned ; — if any of the 
" Note and Qnery " trilic ran tell the story, 1 
hope [hey will. Where is this monnment t I 
was riding on an English stage^Miarh when we 
passed a handsome marble column (as 1 remem- 
ber it) of considerable siie and pretensions. — 
What is that 7 — I said. — That, — answered the 
coarhman, — is tfv- htuifpnan's pUlnr. Then he 
told me how a man went out one night, many 
years ago, to steal sheep. He caught one, tied its 
legs whether, passed the rope over bis head, and 
Gtarled for home. In climbing a fence, the rope 
slipped, caught him by the neck, and strangled 
him. Next morning be was found hanging dead 
on one side of the feina'and the sheep on tho 
other ; in memory whereof the lord of the manor 
caused this monument to be erected as a warning 
to nil who love mutton better than virtue. I will 
send a copy of Ibis record to him or her wliii 
shall first set me right about this column and 
its locality. 

And telling over these oM sMries reminds n\i 
that I have something which may interest wcbi- 
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tecCs and pcrhajis some oiher peraonD. I once 
ascended the spire of Strasburg Cathedral, which 
is the highesit, 1 think, in Europe. It is a shaft 
of stone filigree-work, frightfully open, so that the 
guide puts his arms behind jon to keep jon from 
falling. To climb it is a noonday nighttnare. 
and to think of having climbed it crieps all the 
flfty-six joints of one's twenty digits. While I 
was on it, " pinnacled dim in iho intense inane," 
a strong wind was blowing, aixl I lelt sure that 
the spire was roL'king. It swayed back and for- 
ward like a stalk of rye or a cat-o '-nine- tails (bal- 
rush) with a bobolink on it. I mentioned it to 
the guide, and he said that the spire did reatly 
swing back and forward, — I think he said some 
f^t. 

Keep any line of knowledge ten years and some 
other line will interscel it. Long afterwards I was 
bunting out a paper of Dumeril's in an old jour- 
nal, — the " Magazin EncyclopAliqnc " (ot I'an 
troisiime, (1795,) when 1 stumbled upon a brief 
article on the vibrations of the spire of Strasburg 
Cathedral, A man can shake it so that the move- 
ment shall be shown in a vessel of water nearly 
seventy feet below the sumniit, and higher up the 
vibration is like thai of an earthquake. I have 
seen one of those wretched wooden spires with 
which we very shabbily finish some of onr none 
churches (thinking that the lidless blue eye of 
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heaven cannot tell the counterfeit wo try to pass 
on it) swinging like ft reed in a wind, but one 
would hardly lliink of such a thing's happening in 
a Bione spire. Does the Bunker-Hill Monument 
bend in the blast like a bliule of grass? 1 sop- 

Yoa see, of course, that I am talking in a cheap 
way ; — perhaps we wil] hare some philosophy by 
and by; — let me work out this thin mechanical 
veio. — 1 have something more to say about trees. 
1 have brought down this slice of hemlock to show 
you. Tree blew down in my woods (that were) 
in 1852. Twelve feet and a half round, fair girth ; 
— nine feet, where I got my section, higher up. 
Tliia is a wedgei going to Iho centre, of Che gen- 
eral shape of a slice of apple-pie in a large and 
not opulent family. Length, about eighteen 
inches. I have studied the growth of this tree 
by its rings, and it is curious. Three hnndred 
and forty-two rings. Started, therefore, about 
1510. The thickness of the rings tells the rate at 
which it grew. For five or siii yenrs the rale was 
slow, — then rapid for twenty years. A little 
before the year 1550 it began to grow very slowly, 
and so continued for about seventy years. In 
1620 it took a new start and grew fast until ITU, 
then for the most part slowly until 1786, wIku it 
started again and grew pretty well and uniformly 
until within the last dozen years, when it seems to 
have got on sluggishly. 
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Look here. Here are some human )ivea laid 
down against the periods of its growth, to whkh 
they corresponded . This is Shakespeare's. The 
tree was seven inches in diameter when he was 
bom ; ten inches when he died. A little leas 
ihan ten inches when Milton was bom; seven- 
teen wlien he died. Then comes a long interval, 
and this thread marks out Johnson's life, dnring 
which the tree increased from twentj-two to twen- 
ty-nine inches in diameter. Here is the span of 
Napoleon's career ; — the tree does n't seem to 
have minded it. 

I never saw ihe man yet who was not startled 
at looldng on this sec^on. I have seen many 
wooden preachers, — never one like this. How 
much more striking would be the calendar count- 
ed on the rings of one of those awful trees which 
were standing when Chrl^jt was on earth, and 
where that hrief mortal life ia chronicled with the 
stolid apathy of vegetable being, which remembers 
all human history ns a thing of yesterday in its 
own dateless existence I 

I have something more (o ebj abont elms. A 
relative tells me there is one of great glory in An- 
dover, near Bradford. I have some recollections 
of the former place, pleasant and other. [I won- 
der if the old Seminary clock strikes as slowly as 
it used to. My room-mate thought, when he (irst 
came, it was the hell tolling deaths, and people's 
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ages, as Ihey do in the country. He swore — 
fministera' sons get so familiar with good words 
that tbey are apt to handlo them carelessly) — 
that the children were dying by the dozen of all 
ages, from one 10 twelve, and ran off next daj in 
recess, when it began to strike eleieii, but wad 
caught bcloro the clock got thiough stnking.] 
At the fijot of '• tlie hill," down in town, ih or 
was, a tidy old elm, which was said 10 haie been 
Looped with iron to protect it from Indian tunia- 
hiiwks, (Crvdat Hahntmnnmis,) and lo have grown 
TOund its hoops and buried them in its wood. Of 
course, this is not the tree my relative means. 

Also, I have a very pretty letter from Norwich, in 
Connecticut, telling mo of two noble elms which 
are to be seen in tliat town. One hundred and 
twenty-seven feet from bough-end to bough-end ! 
What do you say lo that? And gentle ladies be- 
neath it, that love it and celebrate its praises 1 
And that in a town of such snpreme, audacious, 
Alpine loveliness as Norwich I — Only (he dear 
people there must learn (o call it Norridge, and 
not be misled by the mere accident of spelling. 
NoncicA. 
PorcAmouth. 
CincinnatnA. 
What a sad picture of our civiliiation I 

I did not speak to yon of the great tree on what 
uied to be the Colman larra, in Deerlicld, simply 
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because I had aot eecn it for uiuii}' jcors, and did 
not like to trust my rocollcclion. ^ut I had it in 
memory, and even noted ilotvn, as one of the finest 
trees in gymmetry and beauty 1 had ever seen. I 
have received a document, signed by two citizens 
of a neighboring lown, certified by the postmaster 
and a selectman, and these again corroborated, 
reinforced, and sworn to by a member of that 
extraordinary collegc.<:]d£s to which it is the good 
fortano of my friend the Professor to belong, who, 
though he has fonrter/y been a member of Con- 
gress, is, I believe, fully worthy of confidence. 
The tree " girta " eighteen and a half feet, and 
spreads over a hundred, and is a real beauty. 1 
hope to meet mj friend under its branches yet ; 
if we don't have "yonth at the prow," we will 
have " pleasure at the 'e!ra." 

And just now, again, I have got a letter about 
some grand willoiva in Maine, and another about 
an elm in Wayland, but too late for anything but 
thanks. 

[And this leads me to say, that I have received 
a great many communications, in prose and vcme, 
since I began priming these notes. The last 
came this very monting, in the shape of a neat 
and brief poem, from New Orleans, I could not 
make any of them public, though sometimes re- 
qnestcd to do so. Some of them have given me 
great pleasure, and encouraged me to believe I 
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had friends whose faces I had never seen. IS yon. 
are pleased vith anything a writer says, and 
doubt whether to tell him of il, do not hesitate ; 
a pleasant word is a cordial to one, who perliaps 
thinks he is tiring you, and so becomes tired 
himself. I purr very loud over a good, honest 
letter that says pretty things to mc] 

Sometimes very yonng persons send com 

mnnicadons which they want forwarded (o edi- 
tors; and these young persons do not always 
tiecm to hare right conceptions of these same edi- 
tors, and of the public, aad of themselves. Hero 
is a letter I wrote to one of these young folks, 
bui, on the whole, thought it bi^t not to send. , 
It is not lair to single out one ibr such sharp 
advice, whero there are hundreds that are in 
need of it. 

Dear Sie, — Ton seem to ba somewhat, but 
not a great deal, wiser than 1 was at your ago. 
I don't wish to be understood as saying too mach,, 
for I think, withi)nt committing myself to any 
opinion on my present state, that I was not a 
Solomon at that st^e of development. 

Ton long to " leap at a single bound into celeb- 
rity." Nothing is so commonplace as to wish to 
be remarkable. Fame usually comes to those 
who arc thinking about something else, — very 
rarely 10 those who say 10 Ihcmsolvot, " Go 10, 
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_ HOW, let ns be a celebrated iniJiTidnal!" The 
struggle for fame, as snuh, commonly ends in 
notorietT ; — that ladder ia easy to climb, bat it 
leads to the pillory which is crowded with fools 
who could not bold their tongues and rogaes who 
cuuld not hide their tricks. 

If you have the conscjousneas of genius, do 
Bomethiog to show it. The world is pretty qnick, 
now-&.daj8, to catch the flavor of tnie originality ; 
if you write anything remarkable, the luagazineB 
ttud newspapers will find yoti otit, as the school- 
boys find out where the ripe apples and pears are. 
Prodnce anything really good, and an intelligent 
. editor will jump at it. Don't flatter yourself that 
any article of yours is rejected because you ara 
unknown to fame. Nothing pleases an editor 
more than to get anything worth having from n 
neiir hand. There is always a dearth of really 
fine articles for a Drst-rate journal ; (or, of a han- 
dred pieces receirod, ninety are at or below the 
ua-Ievel ; some have water enoi^h, bat no head ; 
Dome head enough, but no water; only two or 
three are from full reservoirs, high up tltat hill 
which is so hard to climb. 

You may have genius. The contrary is of 
course probable, but it is not demonstrated. IT 
you have, the world wants ynu more than you 
want it It has not only a desire, but a passion, 
fbr every spark of genius that shows itself auiuujf 
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■OS ; there U not a bnll-celf in our national pasture 
that can bleat a rhj'mi! but it is ten lu one, amon;; 
his fricnilj, and no takers, that he li the real, 
genuine, no-mistake Osiria. 

Qa'al ce qa'il a fail? What has he done i 
That was Napoleon's test. What have you done ' 
Turn up the faces of jour pictunnards, my boy ! 
You need not malio mouths at the public because 
it has nut accepted yon at jour own fancy-iolu- 
ution. Do the prettiest thing jroa can, and wait 

For the verses you scad me, I will not say they 
are hopeless, and I dare not afBrm that thfy siiow 
promise. I nm not an editor, but 1 know the 
standard uf some editors. You must nut expect 
to "leap with a single bound" into the society of 
those whum it is not flattery to call your betLers. 
When " The Pactolian " has paid you for a copy 
of verses, — (I can furni^jh you a list of alliter- 
ative sigifatures, be^'inning with Annie Aorcole 
and ending with Zoe Zenith.) — when "The 
Rag-bag" has stolen your piece, afier carefully 
scratching your name out, — when "The Hut- 
cracker" has thought yon worth shelling, and 
strung the kernel of your cleverest poem, — then, 
and not till then, you may consider the presump- 
tion against you, from the fact of your rhyming 
tendency, as called in question, and let our friends 
hear froia yon, if you think it worth while. Yuu 
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may poseiblj think me too candid, and even ac- 
cuse me of incivility ; but let me asGnre yon ihU 
I am not half so plain-spoken as Nature, oor hair 
so rude as Time. If yon prefer the lotig jolting 
of public opinion lo the gentle touch of friendship, 
try it like a man. -Only remember this, — that, 
if a bushel of potatoes is shaken in a markct-cait 
without springs to it, the small potatoes always 
get to the boiium. Believe me, etc., etc. 

I always think of verse-writers, when I am in 
tliis vein ; fbr these are by far the most exacting, 
eager, self-weighing, restless, qnenilous, anrcasoti- 
ablc literary persons one is like to meet wiih. Is 
a young man in the habit of writing verses t 
Then the presumption ia ih.nt he is an inferior 
person. For, look you, there are at least nine 
chances in ten that he writes ptwr verses. Kow 
' the habit of chewing on rhymes withont sense and 
EOul to match them is, like thni of using auy other 
narcotic, at once a proof of feebleness and a debil- 
itating a^nt. A young man can get rid of iha 
presamption against him aSbrded by hia writing; 
verses only by convincing us that they are verses 
worth writing. 

All this sounds hard and rough, but, observe, 
it is not oildressed lo any individual, and of coarse 
does not refer to any reader of these pages. I 
would always treat any given yonng person pass- 
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ing through ihe moteoric showera which rain dovit 
on the brief period of adolescence with great ten- 
derness. God forgive us if we ever speak harshly 
to joung creatures on the strength of these ugly 
truths, and so, sooner or Inter, smite some lender- 
Eouled poet or poetess on the lips who might have 
sui^ the world into sweet trances, hod we not 
silenced the matin-song in its first low brcatliings ! 
Just OS my heart yearns over tlie unloved, just so 
it sorrows fbr the nngilUd who are doomed to the 
pnngs of an nndeceivcd self-estimate. I have al- 
ways tried to be gentle with the most hopclesa 
cases. My experience, however, has not been en- 

X. Y., tet. 18, a cheaply-got-up youth, 

with narrow jaws, and broad, bony, cold, red 
hands, having been laughed at by the girls in his 
village, and "got tho mitten" (pronounced niit- 
ti'n) two or throe times, fails to sonling and con- 
trolling, and youthing and truthing, in the news- 
papers. Sends me some strings of verses, candi- 
dates for the Orthopedic Infirmary, all of them, 
in which I learn fbr the millionth time one of [he 
following facts; either that something ahoat a 
chime is snblime, or that something abont time is 
sublime, or that something about a chime is con- 
cerned with time, or that something about a 
rhyme is snblime or conceriied with time or with 
n thime. Wishes my opinion of the same, with 
advice as to his future course. 
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What shall I do about it? Tell him the irhole 
(rolh, and send him a ticket of admission to the 
Insiiiution (br Idiot« and Fceble-iuiDdcd Youth f 
One does n't like to b« cru«l, — and jret one hates 
to tie. Therefore otie softens down the uglj cen- 
tral fact of donkejism, — recommends stndy of 
good models, — that writing »erse should be wi 
incidental ocfinpation on!y, not inierferio? with 
tlic hue, the needle, ihc lapstonc, or the ledger, — 
and, atwve all, that lliere should be no hurrj in 
printing what is written. Not (be least use in all 
this. The poetaster who has tasted tjpc is done 
for. He is like the man who tins once been a 
caiidirlnle for the PresidcncT. He feeils on the 
madder of his delusion all his days, and his very 
hones grow red with the glow of his foolish fancy. 
One of these joung brains is like a buneh of 
India crackers ; once tonch tire to it and it is best 
to keep hands olf until it has done popping, — if 
it ever stops. 1 have two letters on file ; one is a 
pnllem of adulation, the other of imperlinenee. 
My rexAy to the first, containing the best advice - 
I eonid give, convejed in courteous language, had 
brought out the second. There was some sport 
in this, but Dniness is not commonly a game fish, 
and only sniks after he is struck. Yoo may set 
it down as a truth which admits of few exceptions, 
that those who ask your opinion really want your 
pmiit, and will be contented with nothing less. 



MGoOtjl>J 



OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 357 
There is another kind of spplication to which 
editors, or those supposed to have access to them, 
nrc liable, and which often proves trying- and 
painful. One ia appealed (o in behalf of some . 
person in needy circumstances who wishes to 
make a living hy the pen. A tnanoscript accom- 
panjing the tetter is oftered for publication. It 
is not coDitnoniy brilliant, too often lamentnbly 
deficient. If Rachel's saying is true, that " for- 
tune is the raeasure of intelligence," then poverty 
is evidence of limited capacity, which it loo fre- 
quently proves to be, notwithstanding a noble 
exception here and there. Now an editor is a 
person under a contract with the public to furnish 
them with the best things he can afford for his 
money. Charity shown by the publication of an 
inferior article would be like the gi'nerosity of 
Claude Duval and the other gentlemcD highway- 
men, who pitied tho poor so much they robbed 
the rich 10 have the means of relieving tliem. 

Though I am not and never was an editor, I 
l;now something of the trials to which they are 
eiibmitCcd. They have Dothini; to do but to de- 
velop enormous calluses at every pgiflt of contact 
with authorship. Their business is not a tnallcr 
of sympathy, but of intellect. They must reject 
the unfit productions of those whom they long to 
befriend, because it would be a profligate charity 
to accept them. One cuniiol bum his honse down 
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n the hands even o( tbc btherlese and the 



You haven't licard akiol my friend the 

Professor's first experiment in the uM of uOKs- 
thelics, have ;'oii ? 

He waa mi<;h(i1y please<I with the reception of 
that poem of \>\i alwiil the cliaise. He spoke to 
me onee or t*ite about another poem of similar 
character ho wanted to reail ine, which I told him 
I would listeo to and criticise. 

One day, after dinner, he cnme in with his face 
tied up, looking very red in the cheeks and heavy 
about the ejes. — Hy'r'je! — he said, and made 
for an arm-chair, in whidi he placed Hi-si his hat 
and then his person, going smack through tlie 
crown of the former, an neatly as they do the trick 
at the circ.uB, The Professor jumped at the ex- 
plosion as if he had sat down on one of thOM 
small oallhropa our grandratlicra used to sow round 
in the grass when there were Indians about, — 
iron stars, each ray a rusty thorn an inch and a 
half long, —•stick through moccasins into lect, — 
cripple 'em on the spot, and give 'em lockjaw in a 
day or two. 

At the same time he let off one nf those big 
words which lie at the bottom of the best man's 
vocabulary, but perhaps never turn up in his life, 
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— just as e^trj man'B hair mai/ stand on en<l, but 

After he had got calm, he pulled out a sheet or 
tvo of manuscript, together with a smaller scrap, 
on nhich, ea he said, he had just been writing an 
introduction or prelude to the main performance. 
A certain suspicion had come inio my mind that 
the Profbssor was not quite right, which ■ntis coa- 
lirmed hy the way he talked ; but I let him begin. 
This 19 the way he read it: — 

Prdi'dr.. 



'•d,plU,- 



Hcre I thought it necessary to interpose. — Pro- 
fessor, — I said, — you arc inebriated. The style 
of what you call your " Prelude " shows that it was 
written under cerebral e 
lalion is confused. You hav 
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in Boccession, in exaclly ihe same words, thni I 
was the only true friend joa had in the world ihiit 
yaa nonld anbntlon yonx heart to. You Gmcll 
distinctly and decidedly of spirits. — I spoke, and 
|)aused ; tender, but firm. 

Two large tears orbed lliemselves beneath the 
Professor's lid», — in obedience to tbe principle of 
Krnviiation celcbmted in that delicious hit of blad- 
dery bathoM, "The very lam that moulds a tear," 
with which the "Edinburgh Review" attempted 
to pot down Master Geot^ Gordon when that 
young man was foolishly trying to make himself 
i-onspicuoii<(. 

One of these tears pscped oscr the edge of the 
lid until it lost its balance, — slid an inch and 
waited (br reinforcements, — swelled agnin, — 
rolled down a little further, — stopped, — moved 
on. — and at last fell on the back of the Profes- 
sor'.'t hand. He held it up for me to look at, and 
lifteil his eyes, brimful, till they met mine. 

I could n't stand it, — I always break domi 
when folks cry in my face, — so I hugged him, 
and said he was a dear old boy, and asked hint 
kindly what was the matter with him, and what 
mailc him smelt so dreadfully strong of spirits. 

Upset his alcohol lamp, — he eaid, — and spilt 
the alcohol on his legs. That was it. — But what 
had he been doing to get his head into snch tt 
state ? — had he really committed an exccu t 
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out, whicli had left him io a very queer Blalc, in 
which lie had written the " Prelnile " given above, 
and under the influonce of which he evidently was 
stiU. 

I look the maniiEcripl from his banda and read 
the following continnation of the lines he hud be- 
gun to road mc, while he made np for t\wa or three 
nighta' lost sleep aa he beat might. 

PARSON TURELL'S LEGACY: 



tet>t lalb^Colleesth 



be ifunbrel ^ teoce punbrpl-roof.) 
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TH/i . 
CollSKM red nTHl Coc 
Sidewalks broKDLib ' 






hapisd pebblei of blaad-re 



Bhnrp behind and brok 
Ooo of the oddiU of hi 
Iiuned (ill over villi ki 
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Bat hcBT/f BDil nide, vA Anp^ and gruid, — 



" Sside SiDltb »lile Cbnire .(r> have Bod holds ; 

On PijBient ol " — (Buutni b oeruiin anm) — 
" Bf hini M whom j< Chiire alull mat ; 
Br U y- oldcat flEiUor neit. 
And •« fbrevf r," — (Uiiu miu tlie len,) - 

Thai IkUi( Uil DcDW rOt UMoCume." 

Smilh tMMterRd It la one of Ihe Bliawra, 



Moore nude over the chslr te Leb, 
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ic ■Dm kept |»UirIi« iUII 



Fulka woukl n't omnt it, but bM " b he> 
Acerl*iiiRlOH*SD9,tbeboc*i<lecliu*,— 
(A. M. tnWII I •« looked with c»re 
Thmugh UK Triennlml, — Boom not ther 
Thit penon, Rkhkidi, ni nflbred thea 
Eight score poomli, Imt mmld h»»e ten ! 
Nine, I think, «■ the suv he look, — 
N« quite oertnln, —but H* the book. — 



,ide It wene. 



Hnlberte fliltered »irf color* Btw, 
The yeli™ flfes -hlMled between their I 
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Yon' 


II aee th« 


■ PraMenl 


Id the Chiir, 




vise Ibe 1 




IttiiK tlHm. 


Tl,= l 


•reiMenl 




1 old Uld T«l 


M>y 


burhtt 


■pMch <n t. 


(OKigDlonit. 


Th<ni«»nl,^i 








ii. Cm] 


I Hwn ihta 


old i.rn.-=h.i, 


i..,a\ 


Hien hia EMelkncj 


buw«, 



Ho9pi(nlity is a good desl a matter of lati- 
tude, I suspet-C. Tlia shade of a palm-tree servet 
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an African Tor a hut; his dwolling is all door and 
no walls ; everybody can come in. To make a 
morning call on an Esquimanx acquaintance, one 
must creep through a lonj; tunnel ; bis house is 
all walls and no door, except such a one as an 
apple with a worm-liole has. One might, very 
probably, trace a regular gradation between these 
two extremes. In cities where the evenings art 
generally hot, the people have porches at (heir 
doora, where they sit, and this is, of course, a' 
provocative to the interchange of civilities. A 
good deal, which in colder regions is ascribed lo 
mean dispositions, belongs really (o mean lem- 

Once in a while, even in our Northern cities, at 
noon, in p very hot summer's day, one may real- 
ize, by a sudden extension in his sphere of con- 
BciousnesB, how closely he is shut up for the niost 
part. Do you not remember something like [his? 
July, between I and S, p. h., FalirenheJt 96°, or 
thereabout. Windows all gaping, like the moutlis 
of panting dogs. Long, stinging cry of a locust 
comes in from a tree, half a mile olF; bad forgot- 
ten there was such a tree Babj'a screams from 
a house several blocks distant, — never knew 
there were any babiei in the neighborltood belbre. 
Tinman pounding something that clatters dread- 
fnlty, — very distinct, but don't remember any 
tJDinan'ii shop near by. Horses stamping on 
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pitTement to get off (ties. When you hear these 
four TOunds, you may set it down »s a warm day. 
Then it is that one would like to imitate the mode 
of life of the native at Sierra Leone, as somebody 
has described it : stroll into the martet in natural 
costamo, — buy a water-melon for a halfpenny, — 
split it, and scoop out the middle, — sit down in 
one half of the empty rind, clap the other on one's 
head, and feast upon the pulp. 

1 see some of the London journals have 

been atlaeking some of their literary people for 
lecturing, on the ground of its being a public 
exiiiliiiion of themselves for money. A popular 
author can print his lecture; if ho deliver it, it 
is a case of ipuKstam corpore, or making profit of 
his person. None but "snobs" do that. Eryo, 
etc. To this I reply, Negaim minor. Her Most 
Gracious Mnjesty, the Queen, exhibits herself 
to the public as a part of the service for which 
she is paid. We do not consider It low-bred in 
her to pronounce her own speech, and should 
prefer It so to hearing it from any other person, 
or reading it. His Grace and his Lordship ex- 
hibit themselves very often for popularity, and 
their houses every day tbr money. — No, if a man 
shows himself other than he is, if he belittles him- 
self before an audience for hire, then he acts un- 
worthily. But a true word, fresh from the lips of 
a true man, b worth paying for, at the rate of 
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eight dollnra a day, or even of Mty dolkrB a lec- 
ture. The tauDi must be an oiilbreuk of jealonsj 
against the rcnownod authors who have the au- 
dacity to be also orators. The sub'lieutcnanis (of 
the press) slick a too popular writer and speaker 
with an epittiet in England, instead of wilh a 
rapier, as in France. — Fob! All England ia 
one great menagerie, and, oil nt once, (he jackal, 
who admires the gilded cage of ibc rayal bcasi, 
must protest against (lie vulgarity of the [allying- 
bird's and tho nightingale's being willing to be- 
come n part of tlic exhibition ! 



(Laat <f lAe PiirenfAcws. ) 

Yes, that was my last walk uith tlie sthti- 
vuSLrea. It happened lo be the end of a term ; 
and before tbo next began, a very nice young 
nomon. who had been her asiixtant, was an- 
nounced as her successor, and she was provided 
for elsewhere. So it was no longer the school- 

mistress that I walked with, but Let os not 

be in unseemly haste. I shall call her the school- 
mistress still , some of yon love her under that 

When it became known among the boarders 

that two of ihcir number Imd joined hands to 
walk down the long path of life udu by side. 
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there wa«, as jou niaj auppow, no BtDoll sca- 
Etttioa. I conlesa I pitied our landlady . It took 
her nil uf a euddin, — she snid, Iluit not knoivn 
that wc was keepin eompany, and never niititruittxl 
eniflhiag paitic'Ur. Ma'am was right to better 
herself. Dill n't look very rugged to take eare of 
B (eau\y, but could get hired Laalp, she calc'lated. 
— The great maternal instiiict came crowding up 
in her bouI just then, and her eyes wandered until 
they settled on her daughter. 

No, poor, dear woman, — that could not 

have been. But I am dropping one of my inter- 
nal. tears fbr yoa, with ihu pleasant smile on my 
face all the time. 

The great mystery of God's providence in the 
permitted crushing out of flowering instlnctu. 
Life is maintained by tlie respiration of oxygen 
and of sentiments. In the long catalogue of sci- 
entific cruelties (here is hardly anything quite so 
painful to think of as that experiment of putting 
an animal under the bell of an air-pump and ex- 
hausting the air from it. [I never saw the ac- 
cursed trick performed. Lam Deo !] There comes 
a time when the souls of human beings, women, 
perhaps, more even than men, begin 10 faint for the 
atmosphere of the affections they were made lo 
breathe. Then it is that Society places its trans- 
parent bell-glass over the young woman who is to 
be the subject of one of its fatal experiments. The 



MGoOtjl>J 



J70 TBE AUTOCRAT 

element bj which only the besrt liveB is Eucked 

out of her crystalline prison. Watch her through 
ita transparent walls; — her bosom is heaving; 
bnt it is in a vauuum. Death is no riildle, com- 
pared to lliis, I remember a poor girl's story in 
the "Book of Martyrs." The "dry-pan and the 
gradaal Are" were the images that frightened her 
. moat. How many have withered and wasted un- 
der aa slow a torment in the walls of that larger 
Inquisition which we call Civilization I 

Yes, my surfaee-thought laughs at yon, yon fbol- 
ish, plain, overdreseed, mincing, eheaply-oi^nizcd, 
self-saturated young person, whoever yon may be, 
now reading this, — little thinlting you are what I 
describe, and in blissful uncoiiscioasness that you 
are destined (o the lingering asphyxia of soul 
which is the lot of such multitudes worthier than 
yourself. But it is only my surfece-thonght nhieh 
laughs. For that great procession of the dmloted, 
who not only wear the crown of thorns, but must 
hide it under the locks of brown or gray, — under 
the snowy cap, under the chilling turban, — hide 
it even from therasdvea, — perhaps never know 
they wear it, though it kills them, — there is no 
depth of tenilemess in my nature thai Pity has 
not sounded. Somewhere, — somewhere, — love 

allowed to fool tliem so eruelly. What infinite 
paihoi in tbo smalt, half-unconscious artifices by 
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which nnattractive young persons geek to recom- 
mend themselves to tho favor pf those toirards 
whom our dear sisters, the anlovcd, like tbo rest, 
are impelled by their God-gjven instincts I 

Rend what the singing-women — one to ten thou- 
sand of the EutTering women — tell us, and think 
of the griefs that die unspoken ! Nature is in ear- 
nest when she makes a woman; and tliero are 
women enough lying in the next chnrchyard with 
very commonplace blue slate-stones at their head 
and feet, for whom it was jast as true that " all 
sounds of life assnmed one tone of love," as for 
Letitia Landon, of whom Elizabeth Browning said ' 
it ; but she could give words to her grief, and they 
could not. — Will you hear a few stanzas of mine t 
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I bope that onr landlndy'a daughter is not «> 
bndly off, after all. Tbat young man from an- 
ollier city who irinde the remark which you re- 
member about Boston StaCe-liousc and Boston 
folks, has appeared at our table repeatedly of lal«, 
and has srenied to toe ralher altentive to rhiii 
joung lady. Only last evening I saw him lean- 
ing over her while she wa« playing the accordion, 

— indeed, 1 undertook to join ihcm in a song, and 
got as fof as " Come rest in this boo-oo," when, 
my voice getting tremntoas, I tnmed off) as ono 
steps out of a procession, and led the-basso and 
soprano to finish it. I see do reason why this 
young woman shonld not be a very proper match 
for a man that Inugha al)out Boston State-house. 
He can't be very particular. 

The young fellow whom I have so often men- 
tioned was a little free in his remarks, but very 
good-natured. — Sorry to have you go, — he said. 

— Schoolma'am made a mistake not to wail for 
me. Have n't taken anything but moumjn' fruit at 
breakfast since I heard of it. Moumiag fntil, 
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— smd I, — whM'e that? Huckkbcrriea and 

blsckbcrriea, — said be; — couldn't eit in colors, 
raspberries, ciirrnnia, and euch, after a solemn 
thing like this happening. — The conceit seemed 
to please the young fellow. If yon will believe it, 
when we camo down to breakfast the nest morn- 
ing, he bnd carried it out as fbllows. Yon know 
those odious little "sails-plates" that figure so 
largely at boarding-houses, and especially at tav- 
erns, into which a strennoits attendant female 
trowels little dabs, sombre of tint and lioterogcno- 
ouB of composition, which it makes you feci horoe- 
Bick to look at, and into which yon poke the clas- 
tic coppery teaspoon with the nir of a cat dipping 
her foot into a wash-tub, — (not that I mean to 
say anything against ibein, for when they are of 
tinted porcelain or starry many-faceted crystal, and 
hold clean bright berries, or pale viigin honey, or 
"lucent eynips tinet with cinnamon," and the 
teaspoon U of while silver, with the Tower-stamp, 
solid, but not brutally heavy, — as people in the 
^reen stage of initlionism will have them, — I can 
dally with their amber semi-fluids or glossy spher- 
ules withont a shiver,) — you know ibese small, 
deep dishes, I say. When we came down the 
next iDOming, each of these (two only excepted) 
was covered with a broad leaf. On lifting this, 
each boarder found a small heap of solemn black 
huckleberries. But one of those platee held red 
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carran(», and was covercil with a red rose ; the 
other held white cmrnntg, and was covered with a 
whiio rose. There wna a langh at this at first, 
and then a ehorc silence, and I noticed that her lip 
tr;Dibled, and the old gentleman opposite was in 
trouble to get at his bandanna handkerchief. 

"Wliat was the use in waiting 1 We 

should be too late for Switzerland, that Eeason, 
if we waited much longer." — The hand . I held 
trembled in mine, and the eyes fell ineektj, as 
Esther bowed herself befoic the feet of Ahasuerus. 
— She had been reading that chapter, for ahe 
looked up, — if there was a film of moisture over 
her eyes there nas also the faintest shadow of a 
distant smile skirting her lips, but not enough to 
accent the dimples, — and said, in her pretty, still 
way, — " If it please the king, and if I have found 
favor in hia sight, and the thing seem right iiefore 
the iiing, and 1 t)e pleasing in his eyes " 

I don't remember what King Ahasuerus did or 
said when Ebtbcr got just to that point of her soft, 
bumble words, — but I know what 1 did. That 
quotation from Scripture was cut short, anyhow. 
We came to a compromise on the great question, 
and the ^me was settled for the last day of sum- 

In the mean time, I talked on with our board- 
ers, much as nsDHl, as you may see by what I 
have reported. 1 must say, I was pleased with a 
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cETtain tenienieas (bey all showed loward ai, after 
the first excitement of the news was over. It cama 
out in trivial matters, — bnt. each one in his, or 
her naj, manirvaled kindness. Otir landlady, for 
instance, when we had chickens, sent (be livtr in- 
stead of the giisard, with the wing, for the school- 
mistress. This was not an accident ; the two are 
naxr mistnkcn, though some landladies apptar as 
if they did not know the difference. Tlio whole 
of the company were even more respectfully at- 
tentive to my remarks than nsual. There was no 
idle punning, and very litile winking on [he part 
of that lively young gentleman who, as the reader 
may remember, occasionally interposed some play- 
ful qneBtion or remark, which could hardly be con- 
sidered relevant, — except when the least allusion 
vias made to matrimony, when he would look at 
the landlady's daughter, and wink with both sides 
of his face, until she would ask what he was 
pokin' his fun at her for, and if he was n't ashamed 
of himself. In fact, they alt behaved very hand- 
somely, so that I really felt sorry at the thought 
of leaving my boarding-bonse. 

1 SDpposa yon think, that, because 1 lived at a 
plain widow-woman's plain table, I was of course 
mora or less infirm in point of worldly fortune. 
Tou may not be sorry to learn, that, thongh not 
what great merrharM call very rich, I was comfort- 
able, — comfortable, — so that most of those mod- 
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emte luxuries I described in my rcrseson CcmltMi 
inenf — most of (hem, I say — wero within our reach. 
If we chose to have ihem. But I found out thnt 
the school mistress had a vein of charity about her, 
wliiili Imd liitherio been vforked on a emaH silver 
and copper baiiis, wtiicli maile her think less, per- 
haps, t^ luxuries than even I did, — modeiitly as I 
hare expressed mj wishes. 

It Is a mrlicr pleasant thing to tell a poor roung 
woman, whom one bos contrived to win wiibout 
showing' his ren^^ol1, Chat she han found what th" 
world values so highly, in following the lead of 
her affections. That was an enjoyment I was now 
ready for. 

I began abruptly : — Do yon know that yon aw 
■ rich young person ? 

I know that I am very rich, — aha said. — 
Heaven has given me mavn than I ever asked ; 
for I had not thought tove was ever meant for 

It was a woman's confession, and her voice fcU 
to a whisper aa it threaded the lost words. 

I don't mean lliat, — I said, — you blessed little 
saint and seraph! — if there 's an angel missing in 
the New Jcnisnlem, inquire for her at this board- 
ing-housel — I don't meon that! I mean that I 
— that is, yoQ — am — are — confound it! — I 
mean that ycu 'II be what most people call a lady 
of fortune, — And I lirt)1;cd full in her eyes fbt tlie 
effixt of the announcement. 
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There iras n'l any. She said she waa thankful 

ihat I had what nuiild save mc from drudgeiy, 

and that some other time I ehuuld tell her about 

it. — I never made a greater failure in an attempt 

So the last daj of summer came. It was our 
choice to g(i 10 the chnreh, but we had a kind of 
reception al the boarding-house. The present) 
were all arranged, and among them none gave 
more pleasure than the modest Iributea of our fal- 
low-boarders, — for there was not one, I beliei^, 
who did not send something. The landlady would 
insist on making an elej^ant bride-cake, with her 
own hands ; to which Master Benjamin Frank- 
lin wished to add ccrl&in embellish men is out of 
bis private funds, — namely, a Cupid in a moose- 
trap, done in white sugar, and two miniature flags 
with the stars and stripes, which had a very pleas- 
ing effect, I assure you. The landlady's daughter 
sent a richly bound copy of Tupper's Poems. On 
a blank leaf was the tbllowing, written in a very 
delicate and careful hand ; — 
Prtuntcil ta . . . by . , . 

Even the poor relative thought she must do some- 
thing, and sent a copy of " The Whole Duty of 
Man," bound in very attractive variegated BheC|i- 
skin, the edges nicely marbled. From the divin- 
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itV'Btddent came rhe loveliest English edition of 
Kehlc's " Chrislian Year." I opened it, when it 
came, ta the Founh Saiiday in Lad, &nd read that 
angelic poem, aweeter than anylhing lean remem- 
ber eince Xnvier's " My God, I love ihee." I 

am not a Chnrahman, — 1 don't believe in plant- 
ing oafca in Bower-pots, — but such a poem as 
•' Tbe Bosebnd " makes one's heart a proseljte 
to the culture it grows from. Talk abont it as 
much aa jou like, — one's hrecding shows itself 
nowhere more than in liia religion. A man 
should be a gentleman in his hjmns and prajera ; 
the fondnesa for " scenes," among vulgar sainls, 
contrasts so meanly with that — 

Behind the blluful ksh," — 

and that other, — 

" Be »Hld nut tnut hit DKlUof ual 
Bal Id hli Hafcw's .Ighl,"- 

that I hope some of them will see thia, and read 
the poem, and profit hj it. 

My laughing and winking young friend nnder- 
look to procnre and arrange tho flowera for the 
table, and did it with immense teal. I never saw 
him look happier than when became in, his hat 
saucily on one side, and a cheroot in bis mouth, 
with a huge bunch of lea-roses, which he said 
were for •' Madam." 
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One of the last tiunga that came was an old 
nqanre box, smelling or camphor, tied and sealed. 
It bore, in faded ink. the marks, " Catciitia, 
1805." On opening it, we found a white Cash- 
mere shawl, with a verj' brief note from the dear 
old gentleman opposite, saving that he had kept 
this some jeam, thinking he might want it, and 
many more, not knowing what to do with it, — 
that he had never seen it unfolded since he was a 
young supercargo, — and now, if she would spread 
it on her shoulders, it would make him feel young 
to look at it. 

Poor Bridget, or Biddy, our red-armed maid of 
all work I What must she do but buy a small 
copper breastpin and put it under " School- 
ma'am's " piste that morning, at breakfast ? 
And Sthoolma'am would wear it, — though I 
made her cover it, as well as I could, with a 

It was my last hrcakfnst as a boarder, and I 
oould not leave them in ntler silence. 

Good-by, — 1 said, — my dear friends, one and 
all of you I I have been long with you, and I 
Snd it hard parting. I have to thank you for a 
thousand courtesies, and above all for the patience 
and indulgence with which you have listened to 
me when I have tried to instruct or amuse you. 
My friend the Professor (who, as well as my 
IVicnd the Poet, is utiavoidably absent on this 
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JDleregting occasiOTi} has given me lezson to bu[i- 
po9e that K« would otxapj m; empt; chair about 
the firiit of January next. If be comes among 
j'uu, be kind to him, as you hare been to me. 
May the Lord biees you all! — And we shook 
hands all round the lable. 

Hair an hour afterwards the breakfast things 
and the ctotli wore gone. I looked np and down 
tlie length of the bore boards over which I had so 
often uttered my sentiments and enperienccs — 
aud — Yes, I am a man, like anolhcr. 

Alt sadness vanished, as, in the midst of these 
o'A friends of mine, whom you know, and oihera 
a little more up in the world, perhaps, to whom I 
have not introduced you, I took the school miutnss 
before the altar from the hands of the old gentle. 
man who used to sit opposite, and who would 
insist on giving her away. 

And now we two are walking the long path in 
peace together. The "schoolmistress" finds ber 
skill in teaching called for again, without going 
abroad to seek little scholars. Those visions of 
mine have all come true. 

I hope you all love me none the less fbr any- 
ibing I have lold you. Farewell t 
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